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THE  POEMS  of  0S3IAN,  as  translated  by 
iMacphc;.scin,  first  made  their  appearance 
in  1761-2  There  is  no  literary  question  that 
has  been  more  keenly  controverted,  than  whether 
these  poems  aie  to  be  considered  as  an  then  tic  an. 
cient  poetry,  or  as  wholly,  if  not  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, fab -icated  by  Macpherson.  The  most  rigid 
critics  all .«  id  ihem  to  jxjssess  every  mark  of  an 
exalted  genius  in  the  author  or  translator;  whilst 
many  did  nut  hesitate  10  prefer  thcnito  all  other 
poetical  ^-j.:  m  iUoiis,  'Aiitther  ancient  or  mo. 
dern.  V\'e-  1    ucc'deuponasubiect 

sogener..:  ■   ffieienttoobserve, 

that  tht  :  -  1,  m  the  cjmse  of 


efslili  iriorc  li:  aily  esCaUlistiing  t  .eir  authenti. 
city,  they  are  now  printing,  (May,  18O6,) 
under  the  auspices  of  the  H'gJland  Siciety 
of  London,  in  the  ORIGINAL  GAELIC, 
vith  a  literal  Latin  version.  It  is  observed 
by  Sir  John  Sinclair,  one  of  trie  committee  ap- 
pjintedt  •  superintend  the  work,  th:it  "  it  would 
be  necessary  ,0  publish  a  new  transb.tion  of  Os- 
sian,  in  order  to  give  to  the  public  a  just  idea  of 
the  nervous  simplicity,  and  genuine  beauties,  of 
thTit  cu'  jbrated  uoet,  to  neither  of  which  Mac. 
phersof  nas  done  sufficient  ji'.slice.  Nor  is  it  any 
longer  to  be  wondered  at,  that  an  excellent  Gae. 
lie  scholar,  who  knew  him  well,  who  could 
appreciate  the  talents  he  possessed,  and  wha 
assisted  him  in  transciibing  the  poems,  (Captaiti 
Morisou;,  should  declare,  "that    Macpbersoa 
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could  as  well  compose  the  Prophecies  of  Isaiah, 

or  crcLie  tlie  Isl..iu;  of  Skye,  as  compose  a  poem 


poems,  -  .  .Vv,"'       f 

prciimi;  ...■  :.;.:.:  1)/.  bUir  of 

Edinburgh,  ch.tr.y  icl  .hngto  Cc:uc  poetry  and 
tards  iu  geiien:!.  .   .        ,  ^ 

"  Among  the  ir.onunients  remaining  of  the  an- 
cient state  of  nations,"  says  tha^  en.ineiit  writer, 
"  few  are  nuue  valunble  than  their  poeo.s  or 
6oi)e;s.  UistorT,  when  it  treats  of  remote  and 
dail.  ::TCs,  is  seldom  very  instructive.  The  be- 
giii:;ini?;sof  sodety,  in  every  tountry,are  involv- 
cUin  inbulousconfHsion;  and  though  they  were 
not,  they  would  furnish  lc«  events  worth  re- 
cording.      Ujincw.  :      ■     -'.'^j^'j  Jj^^ 


most  natural  pic.  mors    aie 

exhibited  in  the  an,  s     These 

present  to  us  whai  ->V„le  than 

the   history  of  sue';  .    'Ude  age 


in  Uie  most  arlless  .-.ii^i:  ui^Lo>^.u.B  «-hat  ob- 
jects they  admired,  and  what  pleasures  they  pur- 
sued, before  those  refinements  of  society  had 
taken  place,  which  enlarge  indeed,  and  diversify 
the  tianiactiont-,  but  disguise  the  manners  of 
mankind. 

"  Besides  this  merit,which  ancient  poems  have 
wiUi  philosophical  observers  of  human  nature, 
they  have  another  with  persons  of  taste.  They 
promise  some  of  the  highest  beauties  of  poetxal 
writing.  Irregular  and  unpolished  we  may  ex- 
pect the  productions  of  uncultivated  ages  lobe; 
but  aboundinp,  at  .he  same  time,  with  that  eu- 
thusiasrn,  that  veheaieucc  and  tire,  whieli  arc 
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the  soul  of  poetry.  For  many  circumstances  oF 
those  times  which  we  call  barbarous,  are  favour- 
able to  the  poetical  spirit.  That  state,  in  which 
human  nature  shoots  wUd  and  free,  though  unSt 
for  other  improvements,  certainly  encourages 
the  high  exertions  of  fancy  and  passion. 

"  In  the  infancy  of  societies,  men  live  scattered 
and  dispersedjin  themidst  of  solitary  rural  scenes, 
wheie  the  beauties  of  uatuseare  their  chief  en- 
tertainment. They  meet  with  many  objects,  ta 
them  new  and  strange;  tbei:  wonder  and  surprise 
are  frequently  excited ;  and  by  the  sudden  changiJ 
of  fortune  occurring  in  their  unsettled  state  of 
life,  their  passions  are  raised  to  the  utmost. 
Their  passions  have  nothing  to  restrain  them : 
their  imagination  has  nothing  to  check  it.  They 
display  themselves  to  one  another  without  dis- 
guise; and  converse  and  act  in  the  uncovered 
simplicity  of  nature.  As  their  feelings  are 
strong,  so  their  language,  of  itself,  assumes  a 
poetical  turn.  Prone  to  exaggerate,  they  descri'os 
every  thing  in  the  strongest  colours  ;  which  of 
course  renders  their  speech  picturesque  and  figu- 
rative. Figarative  language  owes  its  rise  cUiefly 
to  two  caus;;3  ;  to  the  want  of  proper  names  fof 
objects,  and  to  the  inlluence  of  imagination  and 
passion  over  the  form  of  expression.  Both  these 
cautes  concur  in  the  infancy  of  society.  Figures 
are  commonly  considered  as  arlifici.'.l  modes  of 
speech,  devised  by  orators  and  poets,  after  ths 
world  had  advanced  to  a  refined  state.  The  con- 
trary  of  this  is  the  truth.  Men  never  hive  used 
so  many  figures  of  style,  as  in  those  lude  ages, 
when,  besides  the  power  of  a  warm  imaginatioa 
to  suggest  lively  images,  the  want  of  proper  and 
precise  terms  for  the  ideas  they  would  express, 
obliged  them  to  have  recourse  to  circumlocution, 
metaphor,  comparison,  and  all  those  suosiituted 
foraos  of  expression,  which  give  a  poetical  air  to 
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lanffuaje.  Au  American  chief,  at  (his  day, 
haraURues,  at  the  head  of  his  tiibe,  in  a  more 
br)ld  metaphorical  style,  than  a  mf«1ern  Euro- 
pean \vould  aJventurc  to  use  in  an  epic  poem. 

"In  the  pr.i7ress  of  society,  thegeuius  and  mun- 
netsof  men  undeigo  a  chanr;c  more  favoiu-rible 


As  tae  V 


tlieycu:_iLt.  ...a!  i>j,.,i,  w.iu  another;  theysubdue 
or  disguise  Uicir  passions;  they  form  their  ex. 
terior  manners  upon  one  uniform  standard  of  po. 
liteness  and  civility.  Humi  n  n;iture  is  pruned 
according  to  method  ;ind  rue.    Language  advan- 


t  even  their  ordinary 
i;.  ti:ues^  for  the  lessooj 
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before  assigned,  approach  to  a  poetical  stvie ;  and 
the  fi.sc  coinposilions  iransniiilcrf  uj  ^usrt:riiy, 
beyond  dciulit,  were,  inHl.cc  ..-  s  n.,,  i -ji^  ; 
that  is,  compositions  in  wii'   ;  -i 

the  chief  band,  itirmed  into  3^  :;- 

bers, and  pionounced  witli  a  1.1  ;K  i  ;  .  i  i  :  wn 
ortotie.  Musicor  song  has  uc-i.  iijii^.  ^„c.al 
wiiii  society  among  tiie  most  baibaro.is  n  aioas. 
The  only  subjects  wiiich  could  prompt  men,  in 
their  first  rude  state,  to  utter  their  thoughts  in 


and  handed  down  from  o.ie  . 
"  Hjn:;c  we-nayexpecllc  a 
antiquiliei  of  all  nations,     i- 

tain  degree  of  resemblance  among  al^ti 


.  .  .   'J  ;1  rc.neii.be,-,  and 

1,  ided   witi:  nothing; 
1  c— The  Arabs  who 
I     .   .  !;  i  Lh^ir  leisure  by  lea- 

ns, a:i(J  ri.l.e3.',-e  theai  with  grcaU 
kc  ^leitring.    Aeerbi'j  Kemaik<  on 
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a-ucietit  poetical  productions,  from  whatever 
couiilry  tney  have  proceeded.  Ir  »  similar  state 
of  manners,  siiiii  arubjectr.  and  p.^s.ions  operat- 

their  procluctions"with  tliesamc  geucral  charact- 
er. Seme  diversity  w.ll,  uj  duubt,  be  occasion- 
ed by  ctima'.e  and  genius.  But  nii.nkinJ  never 
Lear  such  resembling  features,  as  they  do  m  ilie 
beginnings  cii  society.  Its  subsequent  revolu- 
tions  give  rise  to  the  principal  distinctions  among 
nations  ■  and  divert  i'ntT  channels  witiely  separut. 

'i   ,;,inedtocaUthc 
,  ,eic..,eoi  theear-    j 


"Though  the  Goths,  under  vihich  n:-.n 
usually  comprehend  all  the  Scandinavian 
weve  a  pet)ple  altogither  fierce  and  martia 
Jioied,  lo  iiproverl  ,  fur  thev  ignorance  > 


eld  RUI..LC..,.. ......  ,    .-•- 

translated  lulo  Li.i.:i,  and 
tory. 


«  A  more  curious  monument  of  .the  trueCothic 


poetry  is  preserved  by  Olaus  Wormius  la  his  bonk 
«le  IJicratura  Rutiica.  It  is  an  Epicediuni,  lu- 
funeral  song,  corr.posed  bv  Regncr  I^odbrog ;  ami 
translateJ  by  Olaus,  word  for  word,  from  thi 
original.  This  Lodbrog  was  a  king  of  Denmark  , 
whj  lived  in  the  eighth  century,  famous  for  Ids 
vars  and  victories  ;  and  at  the  same  time  an  emi- 
nent scalder  or  poet.  It  was  his  misfortune,  to 
fall  at  bst  into  the  bands  of  one  of  his  eneinies, 
by  whom  he  was  thrown  into  prison,  and  con- 
demned to  be  destroyed  by  serpenis.  In  this  si- 
tuation he  solaced  himself  with  rehearsing  all 
tho  exploits  of  his  life.  The  poem  is  divided 
into  twenty-nine  stanzas,  of  ten  lines  each ;  and 
every  stanza  begins  with  these  words,  Pugnavi- 
niu5Ensibus,"Wehavefought  with  our  swords." 
It  breathes  a  most  ferocious  spirit.  It  is  wild, 
"hai-shand  frregular;  but  at  the  same -time  ani- 
mated and  strong  ;  the  style,  in  the  original,  lull 
of  inversions,  and,  as  we  learn, from  some  of 
Olaus's  notes,  highly  metaphorical  and  figured. 

"  But  when  we  open  the  works  of  Ossian,  a 
very  different  scene  presents  itself.  There  we 
find  the  fire  and  the  enthusiasm  of  the  most 
early  time- ,  combined  with  an  amazing  degi-ee  of 
regularity  and  art.  We  find  tenderness,  ande\eu 
delicacy  of  sentiment,  grea'ly  predominant  over 
fierceness  and  barbarity.  Our  hearts  ar;  meitci 
with  the  softest  feelings,  :,nd  at  the  same  tiiiia 
elevated  with  the  higheii  ii^cns  of  magnaiiimit-/, 
generosity,  and  true  heroism.  When  we  tura 
from  the'poetry  of  Lodb-og  to  that  of  Ossiar,  it 
is  like  passing  from  a  savage  desert,  into  a  fertile 
and  cultivated  country.  How  is  this  to  be  ac- 
counted for?  Or  by  what  means  to  be  reconciled 
with  the  remote  anliquty  attributed  to  these 
poems  i  This  is  a  curious  point ;  and  requires  te 
be  illustrated. 

"That  the  antient  Scots  wcreof  Celtic  origina'. 
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past  all  doubt.      Their  tonformity  wUIi  the 
;l  Tc  nations  in  language,  manners,  and  religion 

ove^  it  to  H  f  n  (le.iiunstrali.)n.    ThcCeltae,  a 


ns:  And 
i'lb.isted 
atL",  from 


Id  passed  from  thence  intoCaui ;  so  tliat  tney 
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who  aspired  to  be  thorough  masters  of  that  learc- 
ing  weie  wont  to  ijcsort  to  Biilain.  He  adds  (i>o, 
that  such  as  wore  to  be  initiated  pniong  the 
druids,  were  obiifeed  to  commit  to  their  n-.enioi  y 
a  great  number  of  verses,  insomuch  that-snnie 
eniployed  twenty  yvars  in  this  course  of  educa- 
tion ;  :ind  thr.t  thc-dirl  nnt  thint  it  lu'vfii!  tu  ^e- 


is  laniily.   Of  the^h;  nour  inwii 
■e  belli,  many  insunces  occur 

His,  the  CelUctribesclearlv  apn 
addicted  in  so  high  a  degree 
have  Iliads  it  so  much  their  sli 
wt  limes,  as  may  reiiia%e  our  wi 
•  w  tu  a  vein  of  higher  poetica! 
iigthtm,  ihan  was  at  first  signi 
:  beea  exiiected  among  nations,  whom  ' 
iccustoiiied  to  caU  baibarous.    iJaiiiarity 


■  i  ,.j.i>  aU  this,  the  CelUctribesclearlv  appear 
to  hive  t  'en  addicted  in  so  high  a  degree  to 
poetry,  and  to  have  iiiadt  it  so  much  their  study 
from  liiS  esriiest  lir.ies,  as  may  reiiia%e  our  won- 
der at  mcctir.B  w  th  a  vein  of  higher  poetica!  rc- 
h/icnv,-nl  aiiiong  thtm,  ihan  was  at  first  signt  to 
have  beea  exiieUed  among  nations,  whoni  wc 
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niust  observe,  is  a  very  equi  voc-l  term ;  it  admits 
of  many  ilitfereiit  forms  aaiJdigrees ;  and  though , 
in  allof  ihem,  it  excludes  polished  maaners,  itis, 
however,  cot  inconsisttiU  with  generous  senti. 
nieuts  and  tender  affectionst.  What  degrees  of 
friendship,  love,  ?.ik;  !,c;i,;iiii,  may  b.'Ssilily  be  - 
found  to  prevail  in  a-- ■■  "'"  »•,..:,...  ,.,^  ..., 
can  say.      Astoni?'  '        '     ■  : 

know,  froniUist T   , 

and  a  few  charactr  i 

quali!ie.,   mi:;ht   .•  -      i 


ate  t|ie  characters 


employed  un  tlie  ideas  ef  iieroism ;  who  hi-.d  a 
Ihe  poems  and  panegyricsjwhich  were  tcmipoic 
by  their  predecessors,  handed  down  to  them  w;t 
care;  who  rivalled  and  endeavoureJ  to  oiit^'-ri 
those  who  had  gone  bssbre  them,  each  in  t!i 
celebration  of  his  particular  hero  :  is  it  not  n; 


■i  Surd- "•"'"■■T  '^■''  "i'f'   Laplanders,  if  any 
where  I"-  ^    ■ '■  '   ;i"t  perfect  state.    Yet 

their  I'v  L.ffer  hasgiven  usin 

hisLa    •.  ■  .'.  .t  natural  tenderness 

of  seln'.'  1-  '  -  -  '  '"  '  \" '^  country,  into 
which  th-;  l.ast  gimmienn:;  of  science  has  never 
penetrated.  Toaiosl  English  readers  these  songs 
are  well  known  by  the  elegit  translations  vi 
them  in  the  S;>=ct3ior,  :^o.  360  and  405. 
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oth.iik,  thatatlenR'h  the  ch..nc'crof  a 
oL.d  .vp^  r  111  their  ^ui  ^<:  wn'.  the  hi  li- 
tic,  ii  d  Ic  aduriicd  with  qn-'iiiLo  tiuly 
S-nic  (  f  the  qu  I'ltiCa  imletd  w  hich  di»- 
h  a  Finral,  mndcraliun,  huni  ii>it\ ,  and 
1  v.MOul'  lu  t  pr  ba'ib  be  thcnr»t  ide  .sof 
.     '         'o,  s  OLc  pie  .  But  no 


vih^n   \\i,  consJLr  tn  t 
objfcto  of  am  nt  o  ,  air.oi 
whic'i.    n  a  sa\-ige  s-iate, 
,  'h-,  c^itfwab  F-re,    - 
Ai  tJiLVC.pt-ctLdlorLCtu^ 
expl-i'ti,  iu  the  son^s  of  L: 


t  When  E.lward  I.  conquered  Wales,  he  put 
)  d^^'.h  all  the  Welch  bards.  This  cruel  policy 
plainly  shews,  how  great  an  ir.fluence  he  ima- 
gined the.  songs  of  these  bards  to  have  over  the 
I  minds  of  the  peo  .>le ;  and  of  what  nature  he 
i  judged  that  influence  to  be.  The  Welch  bards 
were  of  ths  same  CelUc  rate  wiUi  the  Scottish 
andli'uli. 
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"  The  mnnners  of  Ossian's-age,  s 


poeti   ,  worihy  to  draw  the  admiration  of  uiore 
reSned  a^es  >." 

I-.deed  t!iat  such  pcems  v/ere  formerly  to  be 
found,  b;)tJi  in  th.?H;f.'h!and3  ?.nd  in  the'ljlaniis 
Of  Stouand,  iautptudsuilly  of  MatphCisya's  col^ 
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lections,  can  be  proved  by  the  most  undoubted 
authority.  The  celebrated  Buchanan  observes, 
that  the  biirJs  were  held  in  great  honour,  both 
aniong  the  Gauls  and  Bntuns,  and  that  their 
function  and  name  dcth  yet  remain  amongst  all 
those  nations  whiihusethe  old  British  tongue. 
He  Hiids,  "  They  compose  poems,  and  those  not 
"  ■'■- 'c  --J";,  which  the  rbapsodisls  recite,  either 
'■  '  .  .t  leitersoit,  or  to  the  vulgar,  who  are 
i.^rous  to  hear  them ;  and  sometimes 
'•  ■         ig  them  to  musical  instruments." 

1  •  i , r^unislance  is  siill  more  st; ongly  stated 
ill  liic  dcicription,  given  by  the  same  dislingiush- 
eU  auihor,  of  the  Hebrides'  or  Western  Islands. 
He  there  mentions,  that  the  inhabitants  of  those 
Islands  '»siug  poems  not  inelegant,  containing 
"commonly  the  eulogies  of- valiant  men  ;  and 
"  their  baras  usually  treat  of  no  other  subject." 

Is  it  possible  to  suppose,  that  such  a  judge  of 
literary  mesit  as  Buchansn,  sliould  have  be- 
stowed such  'praises  on  the  works  cl  these  ancient 
Scottish  bards,  if  they  i.ad  not  been  j  stly  entitled 
to  his  ipplaute;  and  if  such  poems  actually  ei- 
isted  in  his  time,  and  were  recited  bv  the  bards 
from  memory,  where  is  the  impossibility  of  their 
having  been  handed  dovirn  for  one  hundred  and 
fifty,  or  two  hundred  vears  longer? 

Another  Proof  of  the  existence  of  Gaelic  poe. 
try  previous  to  the  pu'jUc-.iticus  cf  Matpherso'n  in 
1 760:  I  7G1,  &c.  is  in  •:  work,  writceu  by  Alex- 
ander Macdonald  schoohiiasiernt  Ardnamarchan, 
which  is  piintcd  at  Edin'jurgh,  anno  1751*. 
The  poems  wUch  this  volume  Ci>ntain  are  in 
Gaelic,  but  there  is  an  English  preface,  in  »-hich 

*  This  work,  is  eniitled,  Ais-Eiridh  Na  Sean 
Chanoin  Alb?jinaich,  printed  at  Duneidiuun, 
(Edii.burgh)  i2mo,  1751. 


fte  states  two  reasons  for  publishing  it :  r.  That 
it  may  raise  adesiie  to  learn  something  of  the 
Gaelic  language,  whi-.h  he  slates,  may  he  found 
to  contain  in  its  bosom,  the  charms  of  poetry  and 
rhetoric ;  and  2.  To  bespeak  the  favour  of  the 
public  to  a  great  collection  of  poems,  in  all  kinds 
of  poetry  that  have  b^eii  in  use  arnonK  ti.e  most 
cultiTOted  nations,  (wVitU  .^luxly  ir.rl'.ilcs  ep;c 
poetry),  with  a  tr:i;islatioii  i:r.  >  Tr  ;l.-h  vcr.e, 
and  critical  obseinati  -ns  en  inc  i  -iiy.'i   •>(  s'.kIi 

who  Ao  not  underst?,nd  the  G.ie!ic  1  mi;  '■'!;■:• 

A  native  of  England,  who,  m  C.\e  ycur  17;+ 
printed  an  account  of  the  Highlands  ut  .-^cotl  .ii.l, 
describes  his  having  heard  a  bard  rcpe-.ans  K't 
Earse  poem,  in  tbe  course  of  which,  thj  lIii,!  :.t 
whose  houic  he  was,  and  who  pndcd  .iiT.selt 
upon  his  classical  knowledge,  at  some  ■  r.rticui^r 
passage  exclaimed,  "  There  is  nothini^  i:ke  that 
«  in  Virgil  or  Homer !"  evidently  i.nvlying,  that 
it  was  a  part  i)f  simeepic  poem,  and  most  pro- 
bably a  p^rl  of  Oisian;  audit  must  have  been 
distinguished  by  pecuhar  beauties,  to  entitle  it  la 
any  great  degree,  to  so  high  a  compliment*. 

The  only  other  author  whom  it  is  necessary  to 
mention,  as  doing  justice  to  Gaelic  poetry,  pre- 
vious t)  Macpheraon's  publications,  is  Jerc" 
Stone,  who  died  in  June  1 7SC.      He  was  a  n 
tive  of  the  county  of  Fife,  where  the  Gaelic  w 
perfectly  unknown,  but  being  appointed  rector 
the  school  of  Dunkeld,  a  town  at  the  entrance 
into  the  highlands,  and  being  a  person  of  much 
industry,  and  strong  natural  parts,  he  resolved 


*  A  second  edition  of  this  work  was  printed 
Anno  1759.  It  was  written  by  one  Bjrt,  v''" 
WU3  J.  L'oiuractor  uoder  Gs-eral  Wade. 
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(o  learn  Ihe  language  principally  spoken  by  those 
among  whom  he  w;4S  settled;  and  alter  having 
acquired  the  Gaelic,  he  was  surprised  to  find, 
th;t  a  \iiriety  of  Hierary  works  weie  preserved 
by  oral  tradition,  in  tl.at  language,  which  seem- 
ed to  him  to  be  possessed  of  great  merit.      He 
proceeded  to  collect  some  of  them  ;  but  a  pre- 
ire  death  (in  the  30th  year  of  his  age)  put 
_  ul  to  those  attempts,  after  he  had  made  some 
progiess.    His  account  of  them  is  highly  favour- 
able to  Gaelic  literature.     He  describes  them  as 
preformances    "  which,   for   sublimity  of  lai- 
"  guagc,  nervousness^of  expression,  and   higl» 
spirited  metaphors,  ate  hatdly  to  be  equalled 
among  the  chief  productions  of  the  most  culti- 
vated nations  ;  whilst  others  of  them,  breathe 
such  tendeiness  and  simplicity,   as  must  be 
greatly  affecting  to  every  mind  in  the  least 
tinctured  with  the  softer  passions  of  pity  and 
humanity." 

It  appears,  too,  from  various  account?,  as  well 
as  from  a  recent  report  of  the  Kishlan,'  Society 
of  London,  that  all  over  the  Highlands,  the 
names  of  Ossian,  Fingal,  Cunihal»  rreninor,and 
their  heroes,  are  still  familiar,  ur.d  held  in.Uic 
greatest  respect.  Straths,  for  vluIcvs,  mountains, 
rocks,  and  rivers,  ;ire  i:  ■ '  .  c  :  i  There 
jre  a  hundred  places  ■     i       '  -.aisles, 

hich  derive  their  lu       -  ;   ne,  and 


district  retaiv.s  ::;...: .  :  ;!  ;  ^.  •.-  >U3  hero, 
he  mournful  bard,  ar.U  ca:;  boast  of  pkces 
vhere  some  of  the  feats  ot  arms,  or  instances  of 
trength  or  ability  of  some  of  the  heroes  of  the 
•ace  of  Fingal  were  exhibited.  In  the  district  ot 
Morven,  where  Fingal  is  laid  frequently  to  have 
esided,  there  are  a  number  of  jkces  called  after 
lim,  as  Finary,  "Fingai's  shieling;"  Dunien, 
'  i"in£ul's  fort  or  hiU,"  Kcrr.-Ftin,  «<  F-ngal's 
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Glenlyon  in  Perthshire,  i 


Gleii.'i 
oif  Cla" 


theCbchorCaTn  nTH'-isung,  or  "  thesione. 
heap  of  the  lark,"  a  hap;>y  aUusion  to  the  soarii 
.  powers  •/ a  celebrated  post. 

«'  The  two  great  characterisics  of  Ossiati 
poetry,  (savs  the  learned  Blair,)  are  tenderir 


hulk  of  read 


perhaiis  the  only  poet  wiio  nc 

himself  down  into  the  light  ai 

which  I  readily  adn.it  to  be  no 

tage  to  him,  v.  ith  i  he  hulk  c  ' 

perpetually  in  thetiigh  rcgi 

the  patheic.    One  key   noi^   .o    ^..-.~    ■. 

beginning,  andsupiiorted  to  the  end  ;  "or  is; 

ornament  introduced  but  what  is  p-jrlectly  c 

cordant  with  the  general  tone  or  melody.    'J 

events  recorded,  arc  all  serious  and  grave ; 

sceuery  throughout,  wild  aiid  rouiantic. 
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Xtendcd  heath  by  the  sea  shore;  the  mountaia 

haded  with  nist ;  the  torrent  rushing  through 

idlitary  valley;    the  scatleftd  oaks,   and  the 

i-.bsiif  warriors  overgrown  with  muss  -.  a.l  pro- 

■e  a  solemn  attention  in  the  mind,  and  prepare 

t  for  great  and  extraordinary  events. 

i'  It  :s  necessary  here  to  observe,  that  the  beaa- 
ies  of  Ossian's  writings  cannot  be  felt  by  those 
irho  have  given  them  only  a  single  or  a  hafty 
icfusal.  His  manner  is  so  different  from  that  of 
he  poets  to  whom  we  are  most  accustomed  ;  his 
-soc  ntisc,  and  so  iiiULti  crowded  with 
r.  X  V  ■:■  ■    '-.■:  if  ■;?  t :.'   ;ik'i  n  ?tretch  in 


:  ^  :   It,  wiU 

«UshUK: 

"Ttcs:  -islaidin 

5cotland,  orin  li-,e  c  Lst  cl"  lrr!.-.nil  rypnsite  to 
;he  territories  of  Finga!.  When  the  scene  U  in 
Ireland,  we  perceive  no  change  of  manners  frrm 
;hose  of  Ossian's  native  country.  For  as  Irelaiid 
mis  und;'ubted!v  peopled  with  Celtic  tribes,  the 
anguaga,  customs,  and  religion  of  bo  h  nations 
2  the  same.,  They  had  been  separated  from 
another  by  migration,  on]  /  a  few  generations, 
should  seem,  beforeour  poet'sEge ;  and  ihey 
mainlaiiied  a  cioseand  frequent  intercourse. 

when  the  poet  re'.ates  the  expeditions  of  any 

of  his  heroes  to  the  Scandinavian  coast, or  tothe 
iilardsof  Orkney,  which  were  then  part  of  the 
Scandinavian  territory , as  he  does  in  Carric-thura, 
Su  -irallaof  Lunion,  and  Cath-loda,  the  case  is 
quite  aUered.  Those  countries  were  inhabited 
fey  cationt  oi  the  TeutoDic  decent,  wlio  in  tbefar 


jnanners  and  religious  rites  differed  widely  from 
the  Celts ;  and  it  is  curious  and  remarkable,  to 
find  this  difference  clearly  poinled  out  m  the 
poems  of  Oisian.  .    ^.    j 

"  Ossian  is  always  concise  in  his  descriptions, 
which  adds  much  to  thei.-  beauty  and  force.  For 
it  is  a  great  mistake  to  imagine,  that  a  crowd  of 
particulars,  or  a  very  full  and  extended  style,  is 
of  advani^e  to  description.  On  the  contra-y, 
such  a  diffuse  manner  for  the  most  part  weaken* 
it.    Any  one  redundant  circums'ppLC  is  a  nuis- 


ed.     iv:-..^  ..  ■  - 

be  beaatil'.ir  si.li-  \>  rerc  .  ,  "  i  •  i^^  'O 
grand,  solCiiin,  and  p^uhclic  oU.jCCLo,  v  ch  a  e 
Ossian 's  chief  field,  the  cate  is  \ery  d.fferect. 
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h  these,  energy  is  shove  all  th'ngs  reqiiiretJ, 
"he  imagination 'mus  be  seized  at  once,  or  not 
t  all ;  and  is  far  more  deeply  impressed  by  one 
ronK  and  ardent  image,  than  by  the  anxious 
jiniiteness  of  laboured  illustration. 
"  The  si;np!icity  of  Ossiau's  manner  adds  great 
iauty  to  his  desciptions,  and  indeed  to  his 
•hole  poetry.  We  meet  wi;h  no  affected  orna- 
enis ;  no  forced  refinement,  no  marks  either  of 
yle  or  thought  of  a  studied  endeavour  to  shine 
id  sparkle.  Ossian  appears  every  \i  here  to  be 
rompted  by  his  feelings ;  and  to  speak  from 
le  abundance  of  his  heart. 
^*  It  cnlv  remans  to  mafce  some  observations  on 
is  sentiments.  No  sentiments  can  be  beautiful 
ithout  being  proper ;  that  is,  suited  to  the  cha- 
icter  ana  situation  of  those  v.-ho  u^ter  them.  In 
us  respect,  Ossian  is  a«  correct  s»  most  w-riters. 
utit  is  not  enough  that  sentiments  benaturaland 
roper.  In  order  to  acquire  any  high  degree  of 
aeticil  merit,  they  must  also  be  sublime  and 
ithetic.  The  sublime  is  not  confined  toscnti. 
ent  alone.  It  belongs  to  description  also ;  and 
hether  in  description  or  in  sentiment,  imports 
ich  ideas  presented  to  the  mind,  as  raiseit  to  an 
icommon  degree  of  elevation,  and  fill  it  ivith 
Imiration  and  astonishment.  1  his  is  the  highest 
ect  either  of  eloquence  or  poe;  ry  :  And  to  p-o- 
ice  this  effect,  requires  a  genius  glowing  with 
e  strongest  and  warmest  concejition  of  some  ob- 
rt  awful,  great,  or  magnificent.  If  the  engage- 
ent  of  Fmgal  with  the  spirit  of  Loda,  in  Carric- 
ura;  if  the  encounters  of  the  armies  of  Fin. 
il  ;  if  the  address  to  the  suu,  in  Carthon  ;  if 
lesimilies  founded  upon  ghosts  and  spirits  of 
e  night,  be  not  admitted  as  examples,  and  il- 
strious  ones  too,  of  the  true  poetical  sublime, 
confessmyself  intircly  ignorant  of  tliis  ^uali- 
in  writing. 
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"  Simplici  y  and  conciseness,  are  never  failing' 
characlenstits  of  the  style  of  a  sublime  wri: 
He  rests  on  the  majesty  of  his  senti-Tients,  i 
on  the  pomp  of  his  expressions.  The  main 
■  tret  of  being  siibli-ne,  is  to  say  greatthings  in  ( 
and  in  plain  words:  For  every  superfluous 
coration  degrades  a  sublime  idea.  The  ni 
rises  an.-!  swells  when  a  lofty  description  or  s 
Umeut  is  presented  to  it,  in  its  naiive  furm.     l>ut 

the  mind  begins  1 1  fall  from  its  liir;.*-.  eievaiion 
the  transport  is  over ;  the  beautilul  may  reinaii 
bat  the  suMime  is  i^one.  Hence  the  concise  an 
simple  s^yle  oi  Oisian,  gives  great  advantage  I 
his  sublime  conceptions ;  and  assists  them  i 
seizing  the  imagination  with  full  power. 

"  The  general  character  of  his  poecry,  is  tl 
heroic,  iiiized  with  the  elegiac  strain-,  iidmir. 
tion  tempered  with  pity.  Evei  fond  i  if  gi\  Inr;, ; 
he  expresses  it,  "  the  joy  of  grief,"  it  is  vi;  ib' 

fine^  pathetic  situations  than  what  hi?  wor! 
present..  His  great  art  in  managing  them  les 
eiving  vent  to  the  simple  and  natural  emotioi 
of  the  heart.    Wc  nieec  w-]^th  no  exaggerated  dc- 

Ossian  tV-lt    stroi.gly  hi.iiself  ;    and  the  heart 
vvhun  uttering  its  native  language  never  lai" 
by  powerful  sympathy,  to  affect  the  heart, 
great  variety  of  e.itaraples  might  be  produced. 
Tv'e  need  only  open  the  book  to  tind  ihem  ei 


Fingal: 

AN'  ANCIENT  EPIC  TOEM. 
IN  SIX  BOOKS. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

;uchillin  (general  of  the  Irish  tribes,  in  tliC 
niir.ority  of  Corniuc,  lyng  of  Ireland)  sitting 
alone  beneath  a  tree,  at  the  gate  uf  Tura,  a 
castle  if  Ul:jii.-i-  ;(he  other  chiefs  having  gone 
on  a  hun'ir.R  purty  to  Cromla,  a  neighbouring 
hill,)  is  inl.jn;ieil  of  the  landing  of  Swaran, 
kingofl.cAhli;!,  bv  Muran,  the  son  of  Fiihil, 
oneofhisscoulj.  lie  convenes  the  chiefs  ;  u 
council  is  ht.d,  and  disputes  run  high  about 
giving  battle  to  the  enemy.  Connal,  the  petty 
king  of  Tongoinn,  and  an  intimate  friend  of 
Cuchullin ,  «us  for  retreating,  ti  i  Fingal,  king 
of  those  Caledonians  who  inhabited  the  north. 
wcit  const  of  Scoliand,  -whose  aid  had  been  ' 
previously  so'.icUed,  sh'uld  arrive  ;  but  Cal- 
mar,  the  son  of  Matha,lord  of  La^a,  a  country 
in  ConnangUt,  whs  for  eng  ging  the  enemy 
immediately.  Cuchullin,  if  Jiiniself  willing 
to  fifjhr,  went  into  the  opinion  of  Calma;-. 
Marching  towards  th€  enemy,  he  missed  three 
pflus  bravest  i»ero5Si  Fergus,  Dodsemarj  and 
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eathbat.  Fer^s  arriving,  tells  Cuchullin  of 
the  death  ci  H.e  two  other  ihiefs;  which  iir- 
t-oduces  the  nfTetting  episode  ot  Morna,  she 
daughter  c!"  Co-.-mac.  The  army  cf  CuchulLin 
is  descried  at  a  distance  by  Svvarari,  who  sent 
the  son  of  A.no  to  observe  the  motions  ot  the 
cneir.v,  while  he  himself  ranged  his  forces  in 
order  of  bitLle.  The  son  of  Arno  returning  to 
Swaran,  describes  to  him  CuchulUn'i  chsnot, 
and  the  terrible  appearance  of  that  hero.  Ths 
armies  engage,  but  night  con-.ing  on,  leaves 
the  victory  "^'}l'":[}f'^^^;  thnJ^s'S  u'sv'a.'an 


CUCHULLINj  satbyTura's  wall ;  by  the  tree 
of  the  rustling  leaf.  His  spear  ieared  against 
the  JTiossy  roct.    His  shield  lay  by  him  on  the 


+  Cuchvillin,  or  rather  Cr.th-U:i;n,  the  '  voice 
«f  Uilin,"  ■!  F^^tifa'■  "•ii'"«  g'^'^"  "^'=  '^''"  ''*'  Semo, 
jn-and' 'n  toCtiin-.bat,  a  drcirt  celebrated  by  the 
tardTfor  his  wisdom  jjnd  valour,  from  his  com. 
manding  the  forces  of  the  province  of  U.ster 
against  the  Firbol^or  Beiga;,  who  were<n  pos- 
session of  Connaupht.  Cuchi-Hin,  when  very 
voung,  n-.arricd  Erageia,  the  daughter  of  S^rglan 
and  p-'-Jiing  oyer  into  I.-eland,  Uvcd  for  some 
time  with  Cocnal,  grandson  by  a  daughter  to 
eongsl  the  petty  kiufiof  Ulster.    His  ^vlsdoIa 
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I  grass.  As  he  thought  of  tnightv  Csirbarf ,  a  hero 
wli  .m  he  slew  in  war;  thes-outM  of  the  oceaa 
c;ii.ir,  .VI  -ran^  the  son  of  Fi  Jiil  1 

•'.'.1=;.,"  sa-.>:  the  yojth,  "Cachuiiin,  rise! 
1  jjj  L.j  ships  of  SwaVaa.  Cuchu'l.n, many  are 
ti.i,  i'  c;  man/  the  hsrues  of  the  dark-ioUiug 


!e  in  C;inu.iu^ht,  in  '.he  twenty-seventh 
year  of  his  age.  He  was  so  remarkable  for  his 
stvcnj:th,  that  todesciibe  a  s.rorg  man  it  has 
pa-iicd  into  a  proverb,  '  lie  has  the  strength  of 
;;uchu,lin.'  They  shew  the  remains  of  his 
n'.^c;  a:  Dunscakh  in  the  isle  of  Sky  ;  and  a 
rtone,  to  which  he  bound  his  dog  I^uath,  goss 
!tiI^•uy  his  name. 

t  C-.;.bar  or  C>a;:>ie.  sij^nia^s  a  sTong  man. 

■  V,V     ,  •         ,■    .:■  ;-.    '  Cl,.',:'^:i-s  applying 


bsen  the  case  had  the   stand  been 
J  lor  any  number  ofcent-  ries  bef-ire. 
*;  M  ran  i^ignifies  '  many ;'  and  FitLii,  or  rather 
Fiii, '  an  inferior  baid.' 


.  !=trshe  kin.ct 
ccming  to  aid  me  on  green 
U;!in's  plains." 

"  I  saw  their  chief,"  says  Moran,  "  tall  as  a 
i;ockoficc.  His  s);enr  is  like  that  blasied  fir. 
His  shieM  lilce  the  rising  moon.  He  oat  or.  a 
r>  ck  on  the  shore:  his  dark,  host  rolkd,  like 
clc^uds,  around  him.  Many,  chief  cf  men  !  I 
said,  many  are  our  hands  of  w  ar.  Well  art  thou 
named  the  Mighty  Man;  bat  many  mighty  me  u 
are  seen  from  lura's  windy  walls." 

"  He  answered,  i!:;c  a  wave  on  a  rock, « who  in 
this  land  apper.rs  like  r.ic  >  Heroes  stanu  not  in 
my  presence;    tiiey   f.iU  to  e?.r'.h  beneath   my 

Pingal,  king  r)f  stf>rmv  M'.ij.  Onct  we  wrestled 
on  the  heath  ofMi.Imoi*,  ami  (.i;r  hceisi.vc.-. 
turned  thewocd.     Ri'Ck=  t^!:  fru.n  their  v'.uce- 


trembled.    On  thefourlh,  Fing 


mere,  accordir.g  to;  -aditiun,  l:ad  two  sons ;  Tra. 
thai,  who  sucttedcd  him  in  the  kingdom  of 
Mnrvcn,  and  Conn  ir,  called  hv  the  bards  Crnnar 
the  Great,  who  was  elected  king  of  all  Ireland, 
and  v.-as  tlie  ancestor  of  that  Cormac  who  sat  on 
the  Irish  throne  when  the  invasion  of  Swaraa 
happened.  It  may  not  be  improper  here  to  ob- 
serve, that  the  aco/nt  cRht  always  to  be  ulaad 


.n  the  last  syllable  of  Finpjl. 
*  Meal-mar, « a  great  Iiill.» 
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k-ngr 

ftheoa 

an  fell :  but  Swaran  says  he  stood. 

Letd 

rk  Cuchullin  yield  t 

bin 

r  that  is  strong  as 

of 

.lalmoi." 

replied  the  bin 

■-e-, 

cd  chief,  "  I  will 

vieU 

to 

nan !  Dark  C 

uch 

illin  shall  be  great 

or  dj'ad  !    G  1, 

Filhil's  son 

and  take  my  spenr. 

Strike 

the 

ding  shield 

fC 

baitt.     It  h;ir.ges 

at  Tiira's  r 

inggate  ;  th 

nd  of  peace  is  not 

its  vo 

M> 

heroes  shall 
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•on  the  hill." 

He 

Id  struck  the  h: 

i^sv  shield,     -l-he 

hills  a 
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rhe  sounil  spread 

a'onfc 
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1 :  deer  s'a; 

by 

the  lake  of  roes. 

Curac 

h„lc 
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TU 
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th 
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spear 

jfC 

!   S.:nof  thesL-a 

pat  or 

th> 
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runo 
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Cr 

M\t\ 
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c'l 
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and  dc 

!    l.j.':.    Ca-nlt 
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wh 

:,-v.^raI..tigthe 

whit 

iiifi  heath  o'/  M  .ra  : 

th. 

side  ciiat  is  white 

as  the 

fiKin 

lOf 

the  irou'jltd  sea 

,  when  the  dark 

vinds 

pou 

rit 

ou-the  inur 

n.r 

iiR  rocks  of  Cu- 

thon  * 

■t  Cabait,  or  rather  Cathbait,  grandfather  to 
le  hero,  was  so  remarkabie  for  his  valour,  that 
is  shield  was  made  use  of  to  alarm  his  posterity 
)  the  bittles  of  the  family.  We  find  Fjnf>al 
laking  the  same  use  of  his  own  shield  in  the4lii 

)  call  the  army  together,  before  the  inventioii  of 
ba(;i)i;)es. 

II  Cu-raoth  signifies 'the  madness  of  battle.' 

•II  Cruth-geal  '  fair  coniplexioncd.' 

*  Cuthon, « the  mournful  sound  of  waves.' 


irrf  their  (•'theis 


cloLdi  b.hincl  t! 


<  O  Coiinalt,  s,)L  ih.,  thou  fi: 


^  So  when  th'cml 
AloiEtl<-b"vH.  ti 
lhek)\    h  II"  \ 


t  C    iin'jthe  tuci  il  ot  C 
4)1  Caitlibat  prince  of  Tongt 
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thou  breakerof  the  shields !  thou  has!  often  foagfit 

witli  Lochliii:  wilt  thou  lift  thy  father's  spear  i'* 

"  Cuchii'.lin!"  talm  the  thief  replied,  J'  the 

spear  of  Cuiinal  is  keen.    It  delights  to  shine  in  ' 

bEille,  and  to  mix  with  the  blood  of  Ihousai'.ds-. 

But  tho'  my  hand  is  bent  on  war,  my  heart  is 

for  H)e  peace  of  Erin*.    Behold,  thou  first  ia 

Cormac's  war,    the  sable  Hcet  of  Swaran.    His 

masts  are  as  numerous  on  our  toast  as  reeds  ia 

the  lake  of  Lego.     His  ships  are  like  forests 

clothed  with    mist,  when  the  tree*  yield    by 

ms  to  the  squally  wind.    Many  are  his  chiefs 

battle.    Coiinal'is  for  peace!   Fingal  would 

un  his  arm,  the  first  of  mortal  men  !  Fingal 

JO  scatters  the  mighty,  as  sto.  my  winds  the 

heath  ;  when  the  streams  roar  through  echoing 

Con;i,  and  night  settles  with  all  her  clouds  oa. 

the  hill  !^' 

"  Fly,  thou  chief  of  peace,"  said  Calmarj, 
the  son  of  Matha ;   "  fly,  Connal,  to  thy  silent 


blue  waves,  probably  one  of  the  Hebrides.  Hij 
mother  was  Fioncoma  the  daughter  of  Conga'.. 
He  had  a  son  by  Foba  of  Conachar-nessar,  whc» 
was  afterwards  king  of  Ulster,  ^"or  his  services 
in  the  war  against  Swaran,  he  had  lands  conferi  ed 
on  him,  whicii,  from  his  name,  were  called  Tir- 
chonnul  or  Tirconnel,  i.  e.  the  land  of  Connal. 

*  Erin,  a  n?.me  of  Ireland  ;  from  '  car  or  i;;r* 
west,  and  '  in' an  island.  This  name  was  not 
alwavs  confined  to  Ireland,  for  there  is  the  high- 
est prcbabiiity  that  the  Ic  ne  of  the  ancienu 
was  Britian  to  the  m  r^h  of  the  Forth.  For 
lerne  is  sa  d  to  be  the  North  of  Britain,  wliid*  ■ 
could  not  be  meant  of  Ireland. 

Strabo,  lib.  2.  et  4.  Casaub.  lib-  I. 

J  Calm-er  '  asuongnian.' 
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T;i1ts,  Where  the  spear  of  batlle  r^svcr  shone  ! 
Pursue  the  dark-brown  deer  of  Cromla:  and 
nop  with  thine  arrows  the  bounding  roes  of 
Lena.  But,  blue-eyed  son  of  Semo,  Ci.aiutlin, 
ruler  of  the  war,  scatter  thou  the  sons  of  Loch. 
lini|!  and  roar  through  the  ranks  of  their  pri>'!e. 
Let  RO  vessel  of  the  kingdom  ol  Srow  bound  on 
the  dark  rolling  waves  of  Inistoref.  O  ye  da'  k 
■winds  of  Erin,  rise!  roar  ve  whirlwinds  of  tje 
lieath!  Amulst  the  ten-^>est  let  medie,  torn  in 
a  cloud  by  3.i,~ry  ghosis  of  men;  amidst  tha 
tempest  let  C.bnar  d":e,  -i  ever  chase  v.-as  sport 
to  him,  so  mu;-'a  as  tl.i.  battle  of  shields  ! " 

"  Calniar  !"  slow  replied  the  chief,  "  I  never 
fed,  O  son  of  Matha  !  I  was  swift  with  my 
t'riends^n  battle;  but  Siiiall  is  the  fame  of  Con- 
ral !  The  battle  was  wen  in  my  presence  ;  and 
the  valiant  overcame!  But,  son  of  Semo,  hear 
jny  voice,  regard  the  ancient  throne  of  Cormac. 
Give  wealth  and  half  the  land  for  peace,  till  Fin- 
E3l  come  with  battle.  Or,  if  war  be  thy  choice, 
3  lifisthe  sword  and  spear.  My  ;oy  stisU  be  in. 
the  midst  of  thousands;  and  ciy  soul  brighten 
in  the  gloom  of  the  fight !" 

♦'  To  me,"  Cuchullin  replies,  "  pleasant  is 
the  noije  ot  arms  !  pleasant  as  the  tl'undcr  of 
heaven  before  the-shower  of  spring  I  But  gather 
till  the  shining  tribes,  that  1  may  view  The  sons 
cf  war  !  Let  them  move  along  the  heath,  bright 
as  the  sun.shine  before  a  storm,  when  the  west 
wind  collects  the  clouds,  ana  the  oafcsof  MurvcB 
echo  along  the  shore." 


11  The  Gallic  name  of  Scandinavia  in  general  ; 
In  a  more  confined  sense,  that  of  the  peninsula 
of  Jutland. 

t  Inistore,  '  the  island  of  whales,'  the  ancient 
Junie  of  the  Orkney  islands. 
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«  But  where  are  my  fiicnds  in  battle  f  Th9 
tompaBions  of  mv  arm  in  danger!  Where  art 
thou,  white  Ix^soiiiM  Cathbat?  Where  is  that 
iPoud  in  war,  Duchomart^  And  hast  thou  left 
jne,  O  Fergus*!  in  the  day  of  the  storm  ?  Fer- 
gus, first  in  .  ur  joy  at  the  fe?.si !  son  of  Rossa ! 
»rm  of  death !  comest  thou  like  a  roe^  from 
M<Jmo-?  LiliC  a  hart  fro  n  the  echoing  hills? 
Hail,  thou  son  of  Rossa !  What  shades  the  soul 
of  war?" 

"  Four  stonesf"  replied  the  chief,  "rise  on 
the  grave  of  Cathbat.  These  hands  have  laid  ia 
earth  Duchoinar,  that  c'.oud  in  war !  Cathbat, 
the  son  of  Torman  ;  thou  wert  a  son-beam  on 
the  hilU  And  tho'i,  O  valiant  Duchomar,  like 
the  mist  of  marshy  Lano ;  when  it  sails  over 
the  p'.air.s  of  autumn  and  brings  death  to  the 
pe  jpW.  M:irna,  fuirest  of  maids  !  calm  is  thy 
slccii  in  the  cave  of  the  rock.    Thou  hast  fallen 


t  Duchomar,  'a  black  well-shaped  man  ' 

*  Fear-gath,  '  ihs  man  of  the  woid;'  or  a 
toniTiiander  uf  an  aniiv. 

*;  Beth'  u  1  ke  a  roe  or  yo'i:g  hart  on  the 
niounidins  of  Betlicr.    S  ilomon's  Soug. 

t  This  passage  alludes  to  the  manner  of  burial 
among  the  ancient  Scots.  They  opened  a  grave 
six  or  eight  feet  deep :  the  bottom  was  lined 
with  fine  claj  ;  and  on  this  they  laid  the  body  of 
the-  aec eased,  and,  if  a  werrior,  his  sword,  and 
t  '1^  '  .lis  of  twelve  arrows,  by  his  side.  Above 
i  mother  stratum  of  clay,  in  which  they 
r  . -.^  hornof  a  deer,  the  symbolof  hunting, 

i  r  Aiiolewas  covered  with  afinemuld,  and 
l\,u.-  s;  jnes  placed  on  end  to  mark  the  extent  of 
the-srave,  I'liese  are  the  four  stones  alluded 
tobere. 
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In  darkness  !i!ce  sr  star,  that  shoots  across  tl\e 
desert,  -H-heii  the  traveller  is  ilone,  and  mom  ns 

"  Savj"  said  Semo's  blue-eyed  son,  "  say  how 
fell  the  chiefs  of  Erin  !  Fell  they  hv  the  sens  of 
Lochlin,  striving  in  the  batllc  of  heroes  ?  Or 
■what  tunfincs  the  chiefs  of  Cromia  to  the  daik 

"  Cathhat,"  replied  the  hero,  *'  fe'.l  by  the 
sword  of  Duchon:ar  at  the  oak.  of  the  iMiisy 
streams.    Duchomar  ctnie  to  Tura's  cave  ;  anU 

"  Mij.n.'',    i.i  '.  i    [jiwng  won. en, -lovely 

dan|;ht.:  r      Why  in  the  circle 

ofstiir...-,  I  he  4-cck  alone  ?.  The 

Eireamir  ;       i   ,   ,.      The  old  trees  grosn 

in  the  ■..       '       '  he  1  1.'  .   .5  irmibled  before  ihee, 

•   il'.vk   ;.   .  :'iL-  ciaiKls  of  the  sky.     But  thou 

r.  the  heath;  and  thy  hair  like 

:v.:-3,  when  il  curls  on  the  rocks, 

:   i  ■■  i:  c:-    1.  iIjc  beam  of  the  west.  Tny  breasts 

...i,  -,„,    .,  ::    :i.L.oth  neks  seen  f.'om  Brano  of 

the  stiT  )ii? ;  thv  ar.,  s  like  two  white  pillars  in 

the  halls  <,{  Uic  mii;lif;  F.ngal." 

«  From  Ml.tnce,"  ihc  while-armed  maid  re- 

gloon.v  if  ri  tn  >  Dark  are  thy  brows  and  er- 
lib  e.  Ked  are  thy  rolling  eves.  Dt.ts  Swaran 
appear  onihe sea?  \Vhatof  thcfoe,  Diichoniar '." 
"  From  the  hill  I  return,  O  Morna,  fri,m  the 
hill  of  the  daik-brown  hinds.  Tbiceh:ive  I 
slain  with  my  bv;nded  yew.  Three  v.  iih  my 
long  bounding  dogs  of  the  chase.    Lovely  daugh- 


l|  The  Rrave.     The  house  appointed  for  all 
livni;.    JOB. 
H  Mui;nej  or  Mornaj  *  a  woman  beloved  by  all. 
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ter  of  Cormac,  T  love  thee  as  my  soul.  I  hate 
slain  one  slalely  deer  for  thee.  High  was  bis 
bianchy  head,  and  tieet  his  feet  of  wind." 

"Duchoniar!"  calm  the  maid  replied,  "I 
love  thee  not,  thou  eloomy  man,  hard  is  thy 
ht:ivt  rf  rock,  aiid  dark  thy  terrible  brow.  But 
Cathbat,  son  of  Tormant,  thou  art  the  love  of 
Morna.  Thou  ar^like  a  sun-beam  on  the  hill 
ill  the  day  of  the  gloomy  storm.  Sawest  thou 
the  son  of  Torman,  lovely  on  the  hill  of  his 
hinds  f  Here  the  daughter  of  Cormac  waits  the 
coming  of  Cathbat." 

"  Atid  long  shaU  Morna  wait,"  Duchomar 
said,  "  his  blood  is  on  my  sword.  Long,  shall 
Morna  wail  for  him.  He  fell  at  Brano's  stream. 
HiRh  on  Cnmila  I  will  raise  his  tomb,  daughter 
ofCormac-cairbar;  I.'.it  fix  thy  love  onDucHo- 
j;iar,  his  arm  is  strong  as  a  storm." 

"  And  is  the  son  of  Torman  fallen  !"  said  the 
maid  of  the  tearful  eye.  "  Is  he  fallen  on  his 
echoing  heath;  the  youth  with  the  breast  of 
snow?  he  that  was  firstin  the  chase  of  tb«  hiUf 
the  foe  of  the  strangers  of  the  ocean  >  Ducho- 
mar, thou  art  dark||  indeed,and  cruel  is  thy  arm 
to  Morna.  But  give  me  that  sword,  my  foe! 
I  love  the  blood  of  Cathbat." 

He  gave  the  sword  to  her  tears.  But  she  Rier. 
ced  his  manly  breast !  He  fell,  like  the  b  nk  of 
■  "      '—am;  and  stretching  out  his  arm 


"  Daughtemf  Cormac-cairbar,thou  hastslain 
Duchomar.  The  sword  is  cold  in  my  breast  • 
Morna,  I  feel  it  lold .    Give  me  to  Moinaf ,  the 


t  Torman,   '  thunder.'       This  is  t 

origin  of:  the  Jupiter  Taramis  of  the  ant 

il  She  alludes  to  his  name,  the  dark  n 

'i  Moina,  '  soft  ia  temper  and  persoi 


30     •   ,  ' 

maid ;  Ducbomar  was  the  d'eam  of  her  night. 
She  will  raise  my  tomb;   und  the  hunter  siiall 
see  it  and  praise  me.     But  draw  the  sword  I'roA  , 
iny  breast,  M„Tnr.,  the  steel  is  coid." 

She  came,  in  aUher  tears,  she came.^ind drew 
!t  from  his  breast.  He  pien-cd  her  white  side 
with  steel;  and  spread  her  fair  locks  on  the 
eroui.d.  Uer  bursting  biood  sounds  from  her 
side:  And  her  white  arm  is  stained  with  red. 
Kollingin  death  she  jay,and  Tura'scave  answer- 
ed to  her  groans. 

•'Peace,"  said  CuchuUin,  "to  the  souls  of 
the  heroes;  their  deeds  were  great  in  danger. 
Let  thera  ride  avoundf  me  on  (,loud.<^;  and  shew 
their  featu.es  of  war;  that  tv.v  snul  may  be 
strong  in  dnnr;er:  my  arm  like  the  thunder  of 
heaven  — Btil  be  thou  on  a  moon-beam,  O  Mor- 
na,  near  the  window  of  my  rcst^  when  my 
thoughts  are  of  peace;  and  the  din  of  arms  is 
wer.— G2lher  the  strength  of  trie  tribes,  and 
move  to  the  wars  nf  Etin— Attend  'he  car  of  my 
battles;  rejoice  in  the  noise  of  my  course. 
Place  tUrecs|.cars  by  my  side;  follow  tt)C  bound- 
ing of  my  stcedi ;  that  my  snul  may  be  strong 
in  my  friends,  when  th»  battle  daikens  round 
the  beams  of  my  steel. " 

As  rushes  a  stieamd  of  foam  from  the  dark 


t  It  W33  the  opinion  then,  as  indeed  it  is  to 
this  oavjof  some  of  the  Highlanders,  that  the 
K)u.s  of  the  deceased  hovered  round  their  living 
4^tieuds  ;  and  sometimes  appeared  to  them  when 
they  were  about  to  enter  on  any  great  underta- 

''i;"istor,.ents 
>ViUi  ra,;e  im 
Rush  to  the  \ 

roll,  increas'd  by  numerou 
-Ktuous  down  the  tchoing 
.tleoj  and  pourV.  .»long  the  i 

ril!s, 

liUs, 

Roar  ibro'  <i  thua.and  channels  to  the  n 


shady  steep  of  CromlKj  when  the  thur.i!er  is 
tol'.ini;  above,  ami  dark-brown  tiighi  rests  on 
haVf  fhe  liill.  So  fierto,  so  vastjSoterrihie  rush- 
ed  on  ihe-sons  «f  Erin.  1  he  chief  tike  a  wh^ie 
of  ocean,  wlwmaU  liis  Wl'.ov.-s  follow,  poured 
valour  forth  as  a  stream,  rolling  his  might  along 

The  sons  of  L-  chlin  heard  the  noTse  as  the 
soiindof  a-vinter-slreiini.  Swaran  struckiiisbos- 
ey  shield,  p.nd  tailed  the  son  of  Arno.  "  What 
murmur  rolls  along  the  hill  liXe  the  gathered 
flies  of  evening?  The  sons  of  Innis-fail  descend, 
or  riis'lins;  «ir.ds  rear  ii:  the  distant  wood. 
Such  is  the  ilf.'-c  ff  G -rmal  bcfi^re  the  white 
tops  of  w.\  M  a\  c«  ar^se.  ()  son  of  Arno,  ascend 
the-  hill  and  view  the  tia.k  fuce  of  the  heath  " 

He  went,  and  treip.blin^,  s* ift  returned.  His 
eyes  relied  wildly  round.  His  heart  beat  high 
against  his  side.  Ilis  words  were  faultering, 
broken,  slow. 

«  R'sc,  son  of  ocean,  rise  chief  o'  the  dark- 
brown  shie'ds !  1  see  the  dark,  tbe  rr.cunlain. 
stream  of  the  battle  :  The  decp-movrng  strength 
of  the  sons  of  Erin.— The  &:r,  the  car  of  battle 
comcf,  like  the  fianie  of  death ,  the  rapid  car  of 
.Cuchullin,  the  noble  son  of  Semo.  It  bends 
behindlikea  wavenear  a  rock;  like  the  go'deii 
Diist  of  tlie  heath.  Its  sides  are  eml>ossed  with 
stones,  and  sparkle  like  the  sea  round  tlie  boat 
of  night.  Of  polished  yew  is  its  b-^am,  and  its 
seat  of  the  sinooihest  biT.e.  The  sides  are  re- 
plenished with  spears;  and  the  bottom  is  the 
footstool  of  heroes.  Befri*  tlie  right  side  of  the 
caife  seen  the  snorting  horse.  The  high-maned, 
bf  1  .an-breasted,  proud,  high.leaping,  strong  steed 
of  »he  hiil.  Loud  and  t^souoding  is  his  ho.^f  j 
the  spreading  of  iiis  mane  above  is  like  that 
slrerrr.  of  smoke  ou  the  heath.  Bright  are  the 
sides  of  the  steed,  and  his  name  is  Sulin-Sifaddat 


«  Eefore  the  left  side  of  t 


cheek  i,-  i 

of  h'i  1.: . 


^.f  shells.     Ilisred 


«  Wiicn  (liu  I  '  ,"  i-tplicr!  the- kiiii^,  "from 
thebaUlenf  mr.i.y  ,p:;iis?  When  did  I  fly,  son 
of  Aino,  ch^cf  ..;'  t!,.-  litllo  soul  ?  I  met  the  storm 

hi^h:  I  :nct  the  s;(a.ii  )■  the  clouds,  and  shall 
1  Hy  from  a  hero  >  Were  it  Fingal  himself,  my 
soul  should  not  darken  before  him.— Rise  to  the 
battle,  my  |housnnds;   pour  round  me  like  the 

your  king;  strong  as  the  rocks  of  my  land  ;  that 
meet  the  srorm  with  joy,  and  stretch  their  dark 
\vo.;t!s  to  the  wind." 


]  A  hill  of  LochiJn, 


?  A'jt'jmn'sf  dark  storms  pnur  from  two 
—  "  hills,  tou-irds  each  other  approached  t he 
— As  twodaik  streams  from  high  rocks 
"d  mix  and  roar  on  the  plain;  .ood, 
V  liark  in  battle  meet  LochHn  and  Inn's. 
I  ,,i^f. mixes  his  strokes  with  chief,  and 
v.  ith  man ,  steel,  clanging,  sounded  on 
,  hehriets  are  cleft  on  high.  Blood  bursts 
ard  smokes  arovmc; — Strings  twanp;  on  the  po- 
ItshedvEws.  Dr.rlsri;s!i  alor.^the  sky.  Spears 
fall  like  the  circles  of  i.gtt  that  gild  the  stormy 
faceofnisht. 

As  the  troubled  noise  of  the  ocean  when  roll 
the  w  ves  on  high  •  as  the  last  peal  of  the  thun- 
der of  heave  1,  snch  is  the  noiscof  battle.  Thu' 
Cormac's  hundred  bards  were  there  topvethe 
^va^  to  song;  feeble  were  the  voices  of  a  hundred 
tarris  to  send  the  death  to  future  times.  For 
niany  were  the  falls  of  the  heroes ;  and  wide 
poured  the  Mood  of  the  valiant. 


f  The  rer.der  may  compare  this  passage  v.-itha 
similar  one  in  Home! .    Iliad  4.  v.  446  :— 
Kow  shield  with  shield,  with  hebnet  helmet 

To  armour  a  niour,  lance  to  lance  opposM 
Host  j^in^t   host,    with   shadowy    squadron j 


Arms  to  armour  crashin.r,  bray'd 
norrit;le  discord,  and  the  madd;r,g  wheels 
Of  b:-a-ien  c^.ariuK  ragM,  &c.  MILTON. 
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M  n;rfl,  ye  sons  of  song,  the  death  of  the  noWc 
Stthaliint.  Lei  the  sighs  of  Fion-i  rise  on  the 
6;ii-k  heaths  of  hi.i  lovdv  Arrian.  They  fell,  like 
twi)  hinds  of  the  desert,  bv  the  hands  <-f  the 
Mighty  bwaia;i  ;  when,  in  the  m.cl=l  of  ihou- 
sa-.\ds  he  V  p.red  ;  like  the  shrill  soirit  of  a  sto.ni, 
that  sits  ilin.,  on  the  clouds  of  o'jrmal,  and  en. 
Joys  the  death  iA  the  mariner. 

Nor  slept  thy  hand  by  thy  side,  chief  of  th^ 
UXe  ofnilcili;  ir.aiw  were  thedeathsolthinearni, 
Cuchullii'.,  thvu  son  of  Semo.  His  sword  was 
like  the  beam  of  heaven  when  it  pierces  the  sons 
of  the  vale ;  when  the  people  are  blasteii  and 
fall,  and  all  the  hills  are  burnir.-arouua.  D.is. 
ronnal^  snorted  over  the  bodit;.  ot  heni.s;  ai'.d 
Sifadda*  bathed  his  hoof  in  bK.  id.  The  l?,t:e 
lay  bcliind  them  as  gn)ves  overturned  on  tlrj  de- 
sert of  Cromla-,  when  thebia^t  has  passed  the 
heath  laden  tvith  the  spirits  of  night. 

Weep  on  the  rocks  of  roaring  winds,  O  maid 
of  Inistorc^  !  bend  thy  fair  head  over  the  w  aves. 


t  SithalUn  signifies  a  handsome  man  :  Fiona, 
'a  f;.ir  myid  ;'  and  Ardin,  '  pride.' 

|j  The  I. le  of  Sky;  not  improperly  called  the 
lileaf  Mist,  as  i's  high  hills,  whiah  etch. the 
clouds  liom  ij>c  western  ocean,  occasion  almost 
continual  rains. 

X  One  of  C'jchul.in'j  horses.  Dubstron-gheal. 

*  Sith-:aclda,  i.  e.  a  long  stride. 

^  The  m?'.d  of  Ini.tore  was  the  daughter  of 
r.or'o  kint; .,!  Inistore  or  Orkney  lolar.ds.      rf>.-- 

to  be  one  of  the'islands  of'riheiluiid.    The  Ork. 

the  kins  of  Lnciilin.   We  find  thar  the  dogs  of 
Treuar  arc  sensible  at  home  of  the  death  of  their 
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Ihoa  inii-cr  tliRii  the  spirit  of  the  hil'.s  ;  when  it 
—  — »  in  a  sun-beam  at  noon  over  the  filence  c'f 
len.  He  is  fallen  !  th;'  youth  is  low  ;  pale 
beneath  the  swurd  of  Cuthullin .  No  more  shail 
valour  raise  the  youth  to  match  the  blood  of 
kings.  Trenar,  lovely  Trensr  died,  thou  maid 
o^  Inistcrc.  His  gray  dogs  are  howling  at  home, 
and  see  his  passing  ghost.  His  bow  is  in  the  hall 
unstrung.  No  sound  is  iu  the  heath  of  his 
iinds. 

As  roll  a  thousand  wnvcs  on  a  rock,  so  Swa- 
lT.;!'s  host  came  on  ;  as  meets  a  rock  a  tliousand 
waves,  s)  rnnis-fail  met  Swa'^r.n.  Death  rai  cs 
aU  his  voices  around,  and  mixes  with  the  sound 
of  their  sliields.  Each  hero  is  a  pillar  of  daik. 
ness,  anc',  the  sword  a  beam  of  fire  in  his  hand. 
The  field  echoes  from  wing  to  wing,  as  a  hun. 
dred  hammers  that  rise  by  turns  on  the  red  son. 
of  the  furnace. 

Who  are  these  on  Lena's  heath  that  are  so 
glromy  and  dark  ?  Who  are  these  like  two 
cUnidsf,  and  their  swords  Uke  lightning  above 
them  :  The  little  hills  are  troubled  iiround,  and 
the  rocks  tr?>n'j!e  with  a'l  their  moss.  Who  is 
it  but  ocean's  son  and  the  car-borne  chief  of 
Erin  r  Many  aretheanxi>.us  eyes  of  their  friends, 
Js  they  see'them  dim  on  the  heath.    Now  night 


master,  the  very  inst;-nt  he  is  killed.  It  was 
thcoyinion  of  the  times,  thai  the  souls  of  heroes 
went  immediately  after  death  to  tlie  lulls  of 
their  country,  and  the  scenes  they  frequcmed  the 
most  h.ippy  time  of  their  life.  It  was  thought 
"  '"  *'  "'  uogs  and  horses  saw  tiie  ghosts  of  the 


deseased. 
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fonccals  the  chief  in  her  cToiids,  aud  end,  tta 

I'  w.M  CM  Cromia'i  sha5.i;y  siac  that  Dcrf;!as 
placed  the  cieer;: ;  the  carl  y  fiirtune  of  the  cha^^ 
before  the  heroes  left  the  hill.  A  hund.t 
youths  collect  the  heath  ;  ten  heroes  hiow  ti 
fire;  ihree  hundred  ch -cse  the  polish'd  stone 
The  feast  is  smoking  widv". 

CuchuUin,   chief  of  Erin's  war,  resum'd  his 
mighty  soul.    He  stoixl  upon  liis  besmv  spear,  I 
and  spoke  to  the  son  of  songs  ;  to  Carri  1  of  other 
tunes,  the  grav-haircLl  son  of  Keufenall.  "  Isihi: 
'■-'-•  -■?'■■-:  ■  i  •!  !.;-  ■.:      ■■ :  r.".d  the  kingof  Lochlii 


;       -  .--  ^.■.v(ls  tc  S-.va-an  ;  l,:!! 

:l;iii  f:iv:-s  his  fca?i.     Hc?e  !;l  him  'lis; 

sn;:r.il  of  my  g.ovcs  amidst  the  clouds 

Fur  (Old  ap.db'i-a!cth:3  bl  ^storing  wir 

.ver  the  foam  of  iiis  sj.u.     Here  let  him- 

the  trembling  harp,  and  hear  the  songs  of 


li  The  incicnt  mai'.nerof  preparing  feasts  after 
tunUnr;,  •.:•    !,,:,-,,'. u  ,i  'wn  hy  tradition.     A  pit 

itstoo.l  a  ;  ..  :-.  •:.  !'„.i%to;ics  of  the  flhtt 
kind.  I  ...  -iiri,,,.  :.^  .■  c!;  a3  the  pit,  were  pro- 
perly hc-:.LcJ  witr.  lici.iJi.  Ttica  they  la-'d  some 
venison  in  the  bottom,  and  a  stratum  of  the 
stones  aliove  it ;  and  thus  they  did  alternately 
till  the  pit  was  fuU.  The  whole  was  covered  over 
with  heal  ii  to  confine  the  steam.  AVhether  this 
is  probable  I  cannot  say;  Uit  some  pits  are 
shewn,  which  the  vulgar  say  were  used  in  that 

<5  Ceah-feana,  i.  e.  the  head  of  tUe  people. 


A3 

Old  CarHl  wen«^,  v.nth  soAct  v 


iin's  «•;!-.-  :.  sperks 

afc'ft   in  :■  '  ■'.     sreen 

forests  I  ■  r  G  irmal 

■'.'"■  ia'the  .-^-_,e  <-i-  U-e  ^'  ?.r.     Let  dark 

yieiil  to  me  the  ancient  throne  of 

:r  Eriu'3  torrents  shall  shew  from 

-  ti-.sret!  iosTTi  of  thebioodof  hispr.de." 

•        :  i»  the  sou  I'd  of  Swaran's  voice."  said 

Cp.rr:'.  of  other  times :  "  Sad  to  himself  alone," 

said  the  blue-eyed  sen  of  Semo.    "  But,  Carril, 

Taise  thy  voice  on  h;gh,  tell  the  deeds  of  other 

times     Send  thou  the  niRht  away  in  song ;  and 

give  'he  joy  of  grief.     For  many   heroes  and 

r     ...    1    lo\^  bave  moved  on  Innis-fail.     And 

:  .'x-  the  songs  of  woe  th»t  are  heard  en. 

-  rctfcs;  when  the  noise  of  tiie  chase  is 

l;  ,  "".d  the  strean-.sof  Cona  answer  to  th3 

vv.cv.of  Ossimf." 


t  Ossian  the  ?on  of  F:.-<gal  and  ."-I'thor  of  the 
Poe;Ti.  Oiv*  cannot  but  admire  the  address  of  the 
poet  ill  puttU^g  his  own  praise  so  nati-rr.Uy  inlo 
the  mouth  of  Cuchu'.'in.    The  Cona  here  men- 
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"  Tn  o'hsr  daysH,"  Carril  replies,  *•  came  Ih 
S0T13  of  ocean  to  Erin.   A  thousand  vessels  be 
ed  ov:r  the  waves  to  VWn's  lovely  plains.     _ 

brown  shields.  Cairbar,  flist  of  men  was  tl 
and  Grudar  stately  y  iiih.  Long  h;id  they  st 
for  the  spotted  bull,  that  lowed  or,  Golbi 
echoing  heath.  Ea'-h  claimed  him -u  hi?  c 
and  death  was  often  r.t  the  point  nf  their  ; 
S'.de  by  side  the  heroes  I'outrht,  an.l  t!!c  strat 
of  ocean  fled.  Wh.:sc  name  was  f:iii-.:r  on 
hill  than  the  name  of  Cairbar  and  Gnu'.ar  ? 
ah  !  why  ever  lo-^ed  the  bull  on  C;  illiun's  c 
ing  heath  ?  They  saw  him  leapir.r:  like  the  si 
The  wrath  of  the  chiefs  .--eturneri." 

"  On  Lubar's^  grassv  banks  they  fi  ii-^ht, 
Orudar,  like  a  sun-beam,  fell.  Fierce  C?. 
i."imc  to  the  vale  of  the  echoini;  T«ra,  w 
Brassolisf,  fairest  of  his  sisters,  all  alone,  r 


1  ImhC) 

..r,;n,.n 

is  still  called 
:!  'v,-roe-,l,ad 

i'lSn,: 

vith   »he  = 

C 

of   Cairb 

ir  and 

Hit  enpipng 

Grudar;  who 
h.-si.ir.inM„. 

war.  The  poet  obtained  his  aim,  fo.-  w;.- 
Calmar  and  Connal  perfectly  :econciied  ii 
t!ii:dbook. 

i  Colb-bcan,  as  well  as  Cromleach,  signifies  a 
crooked  hill.  It  is  here  the  name  of  a  mou  :'-'~ 
in  the  county  of  sV.go. 

iy  Lubar  a  ri\er  in  Ulster.  Labhar,  •  loud, 
noisy.' 

t  Brassolis   signifies   a  woman  Willi  a  white 
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he  song  of  pief.  She  sung  of  the  actions  cf 
■  oulh  of  her  secret  soul.  Slien.Duiiu. 
field  of  blooii :  But  still  she  h^pcd 
1.  Her  white  bosom  is  seen  troru 
er  robe,  as  the  moon  from  the  clouds  of  night. 
ler  voice  was  softer  th.-in  the  hnrp  to  rise  tlje 
ingoi  grief.  IIer,soul  was  -fixc-d  on  GruJsr; 
ic  secret  ;i«)lc  of  her  eye  was  his.  When  sli:  it 
hou  cdir.e  in  thine  arms,  thou  mighty  in  the 

'« Take,  Brassolis,"  Cairbar  came  and  saicf, 
take,  B.-Uisulis,  this  siiitld  of  bio;  d.  Fix  it 
n-bigh  witiiin  iny  h;:ii.  ii  i    ;  ij.      v  '     my  foe." 

ale, she  flew,  "she  t   ;     '     ,^  .  'i./'aU  his 

.ood  !  shcdicdonCrL:  '  ,  .;  .  ,\ie  ics's 
,inr  dust,  CuchuUin  ;  ...1  •,.,.■  \.o  l.-nei/ 
>ws,  sprung  from  their  tomb.;,  vish  to  meet  oi 
igh.    Fair  was  Brassolis  on  the  plain,  and  Gru 

"•-  •■="     The  bard  shall  prcseivethsi 

at  them  to  future  times." 
thy  voice,  O  Carril,"  said  t!  e 
ue-eyed  chief  of  Erin.  "Lnvely  are  the  words 
"other  tiir.es.  They  are  like  the  calm  shower^ 
"spring,  when  the  sun  looks  on  the  field,  and 
"■  ':  cloud  flies  over  the  hi'.ls.  O  strike  the 
•seof  my  love,  the  lonely  sun-beam 
Lh.  Strike  he  harp  in  the  praise  of 
>f  her  that  1  left  in  the  Isle  of  Misr, 
of  Sen-.o's  son.  Dost  thou  raise  thy 
in  the  reck  to  find  the  sails  of  Cu- 

-.  sh..ll  deceive  thee  for  my  sails.    Re. 


t  But  when  he  speaks,  wha'  e  ccution  flews ! 
Like  the  soft  fleeces  of  descending  snow  s. 
POPE. 
1  Br?.j;c!a  was  the  daughter  of  Sorgian ,  and 
C  wIjS  01"  Cucliullia.    Ci.:'.±uU.n,  uport  liis 


fspnng, 


v/ai'^  >t!,  of  tht  nic;it  ii  )Sl  1  un      Fhi  rtJ 
m  th„  he:"!  i  Oi   t   -  de  i,  >ih1  sUpt  riniJst 
di.=V\  wind      ru  gli(   -olf   it  ti.e  lately  tie 
v.  ^10  iiea  ,  and  ban  on  /loorrn  c'ouds. 
'a.v  dis'aiic,  in  thi,  dai'i.  o.iein,e  ol  Lcra.  I! 
ble  voices  were  hsard. 


clbk 

«f  11  was  li  »;;  thcormi  >t  o'"the  u 
trat  ar^"st^  as  nearo     in  »ing  ii    i 


Fin2:al: 


AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  POKM. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 
5^ost  of  Ctiigal,  one  of  ihe  Irish  heroes 
;  wbo  was  kiUed  in  baLtle,  appearing  to  Connal, 
'-retfls  ihe  dcfeut  of  Cuchuilm   in  the  next 


dishonoun.ble  ler  .  >       '  lithaie 

rejected.    Theb.'t  ,   ;;      ..■i."-^te- 

lyiougljtforson.c  ;  ■    _.  :    u,     -.  li^cffight 

of  drunial,  the  \vi  :.  I  '.  ;i^  --,vc  way.  . 
Cuchuilin  and  Conr.Kl  cover  their  retreat: 
Carril  ier.ria  thein  to  a  neighbouring  hill: 
■  ither  they  are  soon  followed  by  Cuchuilin 
ise'f,wh<i(l-scvies  thefleelof  Fin^al  ma- 
kin^tnv.-2rds  tiic  coast :  But  ni^ht  coming  on, 
jhelost  ;:-:L,  -  ■;  '  ;.:,  C  ,.  :  ..;  IN  cieieaed 
Srfterhi^  ^sir.the 


ly  Iri'lrd  thtir  riciids,  i:itl-Ociu 
of  Cuinat  and  Gal'?  na. 


c 


lONNALj-  la^-  b)-  the  sound  of  the  mo 
ream,  bencaib  the-  aged  tiee. 
its  moss,  supporttd  his  head.  31 
heath  ul' L:ua,  hehcaid  the  v 


f  The  scene  of  Cf»nn-ai's  repose  U  faniil 
those  who  have  been  in  the  Highlands  of  „^^ 
iand.  1  lie  poet  removes  him  to  a  distance  fro 
the  army,  to  ad:"  more  honor  to  the  destripti 
( t'Cnisil's  ghost  by  the  loneliness  of  the  plat 
It  perhaps  will  not  be  dis.igreeab'.e  to  the  read( 
to  see  hovr  two  other  ancient  poets  haudled 
similar  subject. 

When  lo !  the  shade, before  his  closing  ey 
Of  sad  Patroclus  rose  or  seemM  to  rise. 
In  the  same  robe  he  living  wore,  he  Crtiiie 
In  stature,  voice,  and  pleasing  look  the  sai 
1-  he  form  familiar  hover 'd  o'er  his  head, 
And  sleci's  Achilles  thus  >.  the  phantom  sl  _. 
l-Ol' 
When  Hector's  ghost  before  my  sight  appears 
A  blciodv  shroud  he  setm'd,  ^nd  bath'd  ifi  te^ 
Such  as  he  wr.s,-when,by  Pelides  slain, 
'Ihessaiian  coursers  dragg'd  him  o'er  the  plai: 
&\\  oi'n  were  his  feet,  as  when  the  thongs  v 

thrust 
Through  the  bjr'd  holes,  his  body  black  w: 

Vnlikc  ihat  Hector,  who  return'd  from  toils 
Of  war  triumphant,  in  JEiciitn  spoils  : 
Or  him,  who  made  the  fainting  Gieeksretire^ 
And  launch'd  against  their  navy  Phrygian  fire. 
His  hair  and  beard -stood  stiffen'd  with  his  go: 
And  ill  ibe  wounds  he  for  bis  country  bore. 
DRYBJ 
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of  night.  At  distance  from  the  her«»es  he  lay, 
for  the  son  of  the  sword  feared  no  foe. 

My  hero  saw  in  his  rest  a  dark-.ed  stream  of 
fire  coming  down  from  the  hill.  Crugal  sat 
«ipon  the  beam  ;  a  chief  that  lately  fell.  He  fell 
by  the  hand  of  Swaran,  striving  in  the  buttle  of 
heroes.  His  face  is  like  the  beam  of  the  setting 
—  -on;  his  robes  are  of  the  clouds  of  the  hill: 
_  _  eyes  are  like  two  decaying  flames.  Dark,  is 
the  w«und  of  his  breast. 

~         ■      ■        of 

,  thou  breaker  of  the  shields?  Thou 
been  pale  for  fear.  What  disturbs 
the  son  of  the  hill!" 

Dim,  and  in  tears,  he  stood,  and  stretched  his 
pale  hand  over  the  hero.  Faintly  he  raised  his 
feeble  voice,  like  the  gale  of  the  reedy  Lego. 

"  My  ghost,  O  Connal,  is  on  my  native  hills  ; 
my  corse  is  on  the  sands  of  UUin.  Thoa 
Shalt  never  talk  with  Crugal,  or  find  his  lone 
steps  in  the  heath.  I  am  light  as  the  blast  of 
Cron;la,  and  I  move  like  the  sha-?ow  of  mist. 
Cdnnal,  son  of  Colgarf,  I  see  the  dark  cloud  of 
death:  It  hovers  over  the  plains  of  Lena.  The 
sons  of  green  Erin  shail  fall.  Remove  from  the 
Beld  of  ghosts,"  Like  the  darkened  moon||  he 
retired,  in  the  midst  of  the  whistling  blast. 

"  Stay,"  said  the  mighty  Conn?.l,  "  stay  my     , 


f  Connal  the  s  :n  of  Caithbat,  "he  friend  of 
CuchuUin,  is  sometimes,  as  here,  called  the  son 
)f  Colgar;  from  one  of  that  nami  who  was  the 
JBunder  of  his  family.  . 
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«I»fJt.rfid  friend.  Lay  by  that  beam  of  heaven, 
•fln  of  the  windy  Cromla.  What  cave  of  the. 
))i,l  .3  Ihy  lonelv  house?  What  green-healed 
Ijjilis  the  piace  of  thy  rest  ?   Shall  we  not  hear 

stream !  when  the  feeble  .-ons  of  the  wind 
^ome  fnrth,  and  ride  on  the  blast  of  the  desert  ?•♦ 

The  soft-voiced  Connal  rose  in  the  midst  of 
l>is  sounding  arms  He  str^itk  his  shield  above 
Cuchu^in.    The  son  of  battle  wakea. 

"  Why,"  said  the  ruler  of  the  car,  '*  cor 
Connal tlvrough  the  nignt?  Mv  spear  migat  turnt 
again.t  the  sound;  and  CuthuUin  mourn  the 
death  of  his  friend.  Speak,  Connal,  son  of  Col- 
gar,  speak,  thy  counsel  is  like  the  sun  of  hea- 

"  Son  of  Semo,"  replied  the  chief,  " 
ghost  of  Crugal  caiiiefrom  the  cave  of  his  till. 
The  stars  dim-twinklea  through  his  form  ;  and 
I)is  voice  was  like  the  tound  of  a  distant  stream.' 
Be  is  a  messenger  ot  death.  He  speaks  of  the 
dark  and  narrow  house.  Sue  for  peace,  O  chief 
of  Dun-,caich  ;  or  flyover  the  heath  of  Lena." 

"  He  spoke  to  Connal"  replied  the  hero, 
"  tho.:gh  stars  dim-twinkled  through  his  form. 
Son  '.d' Colgar,  it  was  the  wind  that  mui-murel 
xf\  the  caves  of  Lena.  Or  if  it  was  the  formU  o| 
Crusa',  why  di^l^t  thou  not  force  him  to  my 
sight  ?  Hast  thou  enquired  where  is  his  cave  ?  The 
house  of  the  son  o»  the  wind  ?  My  sword  ml-*-' 


y  The  poet  teaches  us  the  opinions  that  pre. 
\ailcd  in  his  time  concerning  the  state  of  separate 
eouls.  From  Connal 's  expression,  "Tha  thS 
stars  dim-twinkled  through  the  form  of  Crugal," 
£nd,C4cnullin's  reply,  we  may  gather  tUat  they 
butb thought  the  soul  was  material. 
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iied  th.V  voice,  and  force  his  knowledge  from 
him.  And  smail  is  hii  knowledge,  Connaljfar 
hcwAs  here  lo-da-;-.  lie  lou'.d  not  have  gunt  be- 
yond uur  hills ;  aiid_who  can  tell  him  there  of 
our  death?" 

"  Gnosis  fly  on  clouds,  and  ride  on  winds," 
said  Cimnal's  voice  of  wisdom.  •♦  They  rest  to- 
^thtr  m  their  caves,  and  talk  of  mortal  men." 

"  Then  let  them  taik  of  mortal  men ;  of  evety 

man  but  Erin's  chief.    Let  me  be  forgot  in  their 

cave ;  for  I  wil  1  not  fly  from  Swaran.    If  I  must 

fall,  my  toir.b  shall  rise  amidst  the  fame  of  future 

times.  The  hunter  shall  shed  a  tear  on  my  stone  ; 

and  sorrow  dweil  round  the  high  bosouicd  Bra- 

geia.  I  fear  not  death,  buc  I  fear  to  fly ;  for  Fingat 

saw  inc  often  victorious.    Thou  dim  phuntom  of 

the  h'.'A,  shew  lii  .seii  to  me  !  come  on  thybeani 

j.vine  my  death  in  thine  hand  ; 

.   thou  fctbie  son  of  the  wind. 

.    -like  tlic  jhield  of  Cailbbat, 

..  !i. feist  <.f  the  battles  of  Erin. 
I'Tr.iugnl  .   =  ].i.    t..riun;,*:th  the  rate 

>e  j.  .  :  •  :. all  fight,  O  Culsar's 

ie"s<...i">,  ..;,.,,-..'  ,  ;  'ihe  heroes  rise, like 
the  brCLik;.  „  ^:  ^  ...i\^.iul.:..^  uave.  They  stuoa 
on  tl.c  i-.cath,  likccuks  witli  all  ibeir  branches 
sound  theinf  ;  when  they  echo  to  the  strearn  of 
frost,  and  their  withered  leaves  rustle  t.  the 


t  As  when  heav'n's  fire 
I  Hath  cath'd  th-.  f    est  oaks,  or  nic.  r.tain  pines 
■Withsinged  tops,  tr.eirst  tely  growth  tho'  bare 
Staud  on  the  biasted  heath.  MILTON. 
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High  Cromla's  head  of  clouds  is  gray  ;  the 
tuorning  trembles  on  the  half  enlighteii(jdoce;in. 
The  blue,  gray  mist  swims  slowly  b  ,  and  hide* 
thesonsof  Innis-fail 

"  Rise  ye,"  said  the  king  of  the  dark-brown 
shields,  "ye  that  ca-j.ef:om  Lochlin's  waves. 
The  sons  of  Krn  have  fled  from  our  arms— pur- 
sue them  over  the  plains  of  Lena.  And  Murla, 
go  to  Cormac's  hall,  and  bid  them  yield  to  Swa- 
ran  ;  before  the  people  shal.  fall  into  the  tomb, 
an.l  the  hills  of  Ulliu  be  silent."  They  rose 
like  a  flock  of  sea  fowl  whci>-  tie  waves  e.xpel 
tliem  from  the  shore.  Their  sound  was  lik  ^ 
thousand  streams  that  meet  in  Conn's  vl  _, 
when  after  a  stormy  night  they  turn  their  dark 
eddies  beneath  the  pale  light  of  the  morning. 

As  the  dark  shades  of  autumn  fly  over  the 
hills  of  grass  ;  so  gloomy,  dark,  successive  came 
the  chiefs  of  Lochlin's  echoing  woods.  Tall  as 
the  stag  of  Morven  moved  on  the  king  of  groves. 
His  shining  shield  is  on  his  side  like  a  ftame  oit 
the  healh  at  night,  when  the  world  is  silent  aiid 
dark,  and  the  traveller  sees  some  ghost  sp  irting 

A  blast  from  the  troubled  ocean  removed  the 
settled  mist.  The  sons  o!  liinis-fail  appear  like 
a  ridge  of  rocks  on  the  shore. 

"  Go,  Morla,  go,"  said  Lochlin's  king,  "and 
offer  peace  to  these.     Offer  the  tcms  we  rive  to 

valiant  are  dead  in  w  r,  and  the  virgins  weep:iig 
on  the  field." 

Great  Morla  came,  the  son  of  Swarth,  and 
stately  str'xle  the  kmg  of  shicMs.  He  spoke  to 
Erin's  blue-eyed  son,  among  the  lesser  heroes.     " 

"  Take-  Sivaran's  peace,"  the  warrior  siioke, 
*'  the  peace  he  gives  to  kinrs,  when  the  nations 
bow  before  him.  Leave  Uilin's  lovely  plains  to 
us,  and  give  ihy  sp>iust;  autl  d.g.     Thy  spouse 
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high-bnsoni'd  heaving  fair.  Thy  dog  that  ovsr- 
takes  the  wind.  Give  these  to  p^ove  the  wcnk- 
5  of  thine  arm,  and  live  beneath  our  power." 
Tell  bwaran,  tell  that  heart  of  prids,  that 
CuchuUin  never  yields.  I  give  hinn  the  dark 
blue  rolling  of  ocean  or  T«,-ivc  his  people  graves 
in  Erin  !  Never  shall  a  stranj^r  have  ihe  lovely 
«un.beam  rf  Dunsca'ch;  nor  eve.-  deer  fly  on 
Loch'.in's  hills  Ir.-fo.e  the  nimble-foctedLuath  '• 
«  Va  n  ru  or  .  f  the  car,"  said  Morla,  "  wilt 
thou  fight  the  kin.':,  that  king  whose  ships  of 
many  groves  ciu'd  carry  off  thine  isle?  So  little 
'-  'hy  grcen-hilled  Uilin  to  the  king  of  stormy 

In  words  T  yield  to  nianv,  Morla,  but  this 
sword  shall  yield  t_  none.  Erin  shall  own  the 
sway  of  Corniac,  -while  Connal  and  CuchuUin 
live.  O  Connal,  first  of  mighty  men,  thou  hast 
heard  the  words  of  Morla  ;  shall  thy  thoughts 
then  be  of  peace,  thou  breaker  of  he  shields! 
Spirit  of  fallen  Crugal !  why  didst  thou  threaten 
-    with  deaf^^  !  The  narrow  house  shall  receive 

e  in  the  midst  of  the  light  of  renown.  Exalt, 
sons  of  Innis-fail,  exalt  the  spear  and  bend  the 

w  ;  rush  on  the  foe  in  darkness,  as  the  spirits 

stormy  nights  " 

Th  n  dismal,  roaring,  fierce,  and  deep  the 

X)m  of  battle  rolled  along;  as  m!st^  that  is 
.  ured  on  the  valley,  when  storms  inv3i|f  the 
silent  sun-shine  of  heaven.  The  chief  moves 
before  in  arms,  like  an  angry  ghost  before  a 
cloud  ;  when  meteors  inclose  h;'m  with  fire  ;  and 


T  As  evening  mist 
Ris'n  from  a  river  o'er  the  mari-h  glides 
And  gathers  ground  fast  dt  the  lab'rer's  heel 
Homeward  returning.  MILTON. 
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the  dark  winds  are  in  his  hand.  Carri!,  far  en 
the  heath,  bids  the  horn  of  hattle  sound.  He 
raises  the  voice  of  the  song,  and  pours  his  soul 
into  the  minds  of  heroes. 

"  Where,"  said  the  mouth  of  the  sonir,  "where 
is  the  fallen  Cn!CTl !  He  lies  fi>rsot  un  earth,  and 
the  hall  of  shel'st  is  silent.  S^d  is  tiie  spouse  of 
Crugal,  for  she  is  a  Strang';]!  in  the  hall-  <.f 
her  sorrow.  But  v/iio  is  she,  that,  like  a  suii- 
mks  of  the  foe?  It  is 
e  sr-nise  of  fnllen  Cni- 
vind  behind.  Her  eve 
.     Green,  empty  is  thy 


or  collected  flies  of 

like  a  cloud  of  the  rr  _  , 

in  he-  side.    Cai.bar,  she  is  fallen,  the  rising 

though!-  of  thy  vouth.  She  is  fallen,  O  Cairbar, 


I  The  aticient  Scots,  as  well  as  the  present 
Highlanders,  drank  in  shells  ;  hence  it  is  that  we 
.so  oftcu  meet,  in  their  old  poetry,  with  the  chief 
of  shel's,  and  the  halls  of  shells. 

II  Crural  had  married  Degrena  but  alittle  time 
befoie  the  battle,  consequently  she  may  with 
propriety  he  called  a  stranger  in  the  hr.'.l  of  her 


55 

Grinds  in  tocM:n»s  groves,  as  fire  in  the  firs  Of  ft 
hundred  hills  5  so  loud,  so  ruinous  and  vast  the 
ranks  of  men  are  hewn  down.  Cuchullin  cut 
Off  herces  like  thistles,  and  Swaran  wasted  Erin. 
Curach  ftU  by  hisliand,  and  Cairbar  of  thebos- 
ey^hield.  Morg'.an  lies  in  lasting  rest ;  and  Cs- 
olt  quivers  as  he  dies.  His  white  breast  is  stain- 
ed with  his  J>locd  ;  and  his  yellow  h^r  stretche4 
In  the  dust  of  bis  native  land.  He  often  had 
spread  the  feast  where  he  fell ;  and  often  raised 
the  voice  of  the  harp ;  when  his  dogs  leapt  a- 
round  for  joy  ;  and  the  youths  of  the  chase  pre- 
pared the  bow. 

Still  Swaran  adva  ced,  as  a  stream  that  bursts 
from  the  desert.  The  little  hills  are  rolled  in 
its  course ;  and  the  rocks  half-sunk  by  its  side. 
But  Cuchullin  stood  bcf  re  hinrUke  ahillf,  thaC 
catches  the  clouds  of  heaven.  The  winds  con- 
tend on  its  heai  of  pines,  and  the  hail  rattles  oa 
its  rocks.  But,  firm  in  its  strength,  it  stands  and 
shades  the  silent  valeof  Cona. 

Su  Cuchullin  shaded  the  sons  of  Erin,  and 
stood  in  the  midst  of  thousands.  Blood  rises  like 
the  fount  cf  a  rock,  from  panting  heroes  around 

t  Virgil  and  Milton  have  made  use  ot'  a  com. 
parison  similar  to  this;  l%hall  lay  both  bef.ue 
the  reader,  and  let  him  judge  for  himself  which 
of  these  two  great  poets  have  best  succeeded. 
Like  Er^-x  or  like  Athos  g-  cat  he  sliows. 
Or  father  Appenine  when  white  with  snows : 
His  head  divine  obscure  in  clouds  he  hides. 
And  shakes  the  sounding  forest  on  his  sides. 

DRYDEX. 
On  th''  other  side  Satan  aiarm'd. 
Collecting  all  his  n  igtit  dilated  stood 
Like  Teneritfor  Atlas  unremov'd  : 
His  stiture  reiich'd  the  sky.  MILTON% 
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hinv    But  Erin  fails  on  cither  wing  like  snow  in 
theday  of  thesun. 

"  O  sons  of  Innis-fail,"  said  Grumal,  "  Loch- 
lin  conquers  on  the  field.  Why  strive  we  a» 
reeds  against  the  wind  !  Fly  to  the  hill  of  darli. 
brown  hinds."  He  fled  like  the  ?tag  of  Morven, 
and  his  spear  is  a  trembling  beam  of  light  beh-nd 
him.  Few  fled  with  Grumal,  the  chief  of  the 
little  soul:  they  fell  in  the  battle  of  heroes  on 
Lena's  echoing  heath. 

High  on  his  car,  of  many  gems,  the  chief  of 
Erin  stood  ;  he  slew  a  mighty  son  of  Lochiin, 
Riid  spoke,  in  haste,  to  Counal.  "  O  Ccnn;.!, 
first  of  mortal  men,  thou  hast  taught  this  arm 
of  death!  Tbough  Erin's  sons  ha-e  fled,  shall 
■wenotfight  the  fee?  O  Carril.sonofothertimes, 
carry  my  living  friends  to  that  bushy  hill.  Here,* 
Connal,  let  us  stand  like  rocks,  and  save  our 
fiyinK  friends." 

Connal  mounts  the  car  of  light.  They  stretch 
tbeir shields  like  the  darkened  moon,  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  starry  skies,  when  she  moves,  a  dun 
circle,  through  heaven.  Sithfadda  panted  up  the 
hill,  and  Dusronnal  haughty  steed.  Like  waves^ 
behind  a  whale,  behind  them  rushed  the  foe. 

Now  on  the  rising  side  of  Cromla  stood  Enn's 
few  sad  sons  ;  like  a  grove  through  which  the 
fiame  had  rushed,  huiried  on  by  the  winds  of 
the  stormy  night.  Cuchullin  stood  beside  an, 
oak.  He  rolled  his  red  eye  in  silence,  and  hear4 
the  wind  in  his  bushy  hair;  when  the  scout  of 
ocean  came,^Moran  the  son  of  lithil.  "The 
snips,"  he  cried,  «  the  ships  of  the  lonely  isle  ! 
There  Finjal  comes,  the  first  of  men,  the  brea- 
ker of  the  shields.  The  waves  foam  before  his 
black  prows.  His  masts  with  sails  are  like  groves 
in  clouds. " 

"  Blow,"  said  Cuchullin,  "  all  ye  winds  that 
rusli  ever  tny  ifle  of  lovely  mist.    Come  to  the 
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<eath  orthoussnc?s,  O  chief  of  I  he  hills  of  hmds  I 
1  hy  sails,  my  friend,  arc  to  me  Ukc  the  clouaa 
of  the  niuriiing-,  and  thy  ships  like  the  light  of 
lieaven ;  aivd  thou  thyself  like  a  pillarof  fire  th.it 
giveth  light  in  the  night.  OConnal,  first  of  m-rn, 
how  pleasant  are  our  friends  !  But  the  night  is 
gatherinp!  around;  where  now  are  the  sliipsof 
Fineat  ?  Here  let  us  pass  the  hours  of  darkness,  ' 
•and  wish  for  the  moon  of  heaven." 

The  winds  came  down  on  the  woods.  The 
torrents  rushed  from  the  rocks.  Rain  gatheied 
r<iund  the  head  of  Cnraila;  and  the  red  stars 
trembled  between  the  flying  clouds.  Sad,  b.-  the 
side  of  a  streran  whose  sound  was  echoed  bv  a 
tree,  sad  by  the  side  of  a  stream  the  chief  of  Erin 
sal.  Connal  son  of  Colgar  was  there,  and  Catril 
Of  other  times. 

'  "  Unhapp ;■  is  the  hand  of  Cuchullin."  said  the 
son  of  Seino,  "  unh?.p?v  is  the  hand  o'f  Cuchul- 
lin,'since  he  sievv  his  friend.  Ferda,  thou  son  of 
Damnian,  I  loved  thee  as  myself !" 

"  How,  Cuchuilin,  son  of  Semo,  fcii  the  break- 
er nf  the  shields;  Weil  I  remember,"  saidCon- 
n^,  "  the  nob  e  son  of  Damman.  Tall  and  fair 
he  was  lik  e  the  rain-Unv  oi  the  hill  " 

"  Ferda  from  Albion  came,  thechief  if  a  hun- 
dred hills.  In  Muri'sf  hail  he  learned  the  sword. 


t  Muri,  say  lie  Irish  bards,  was 

an  academy 

in  U  sier  for  teaching  the  use  of  arm 

s.    Thesig. 

■    -    ..itnof  the  word  is  a  c.uslt 

of  p.rp  c ; 

X                iiders  the  opinii^n  prob_b':e 

Crch.jri.I 

"          .'   lave  been  the  firs,  who  K, 

1      ...    .-    .pletearmomof steal.     I 

a',    u;:   tcstiiaihies,  lorteachin.-;.'! 

to  th-Ir:.h,  and  f.ii  bemg  the  fi  st 

who    dS.'d    3 

Uariot  la  tkat  kingdom  i  wiiiUi 

ast  ciicurn- 
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Riid  won  the  friendship  of  Cuc!iu?!:n.  tVerr.ove-! 
to  the  chase  togcihcr;  anc;  i^i.e  v.  a:  cur  btd  .,i 
the  heath. 

Deugalawasthe-..  i.  =  -.iT. ■---.'!    .       ■    <.e 
plains  of  Ull-n.     :,!.■.,  -      .,  i  i     ,  .         .t 

of  beaut\,  bu:  l!jr  !    .  >    ■  '  >. 

Sheloved  that  su!-.!  m  >>.  ■  .  ■  ..,.  :]  j  .  ■,  s  n 
ofDammaii."   "Ci-rLsr,  '  <'.iu  ttt;wl-.itc  armed 

Will  reiiwin  in  your  halls.  Divide  the  he:d,  dark 

•<«Let  Curhuir.n,"   ?aid  C;;i.bHv,    "  dh'^lo  mv 


shal!  wander  ntar  thee,  and  inDuni  tin-  ■  (jn.id 
of  my  pride.  Pour  out  the  blood  of  Cuchuilin, 
or  pierce  thi?;  heaving  breast." 

"  Deugs!a,"  si'uithefair-liaired  youfh,  "how 
shall  I  slay  the  s^  n  o)  ticpn,  >  He  is  the  friend  of 
my  secret  thoughts,  and  s.-.all  I  lift  the  Eword  ? 
She  wept  three  days  before  him,  on  the  fourtli 
he  consented  lo  fight. 

"  I  will  fight  nry  friend,  De  ga"a  !  but  may  I 
faM  by  his  sword !  Could  I  wander  on  the  hill 
and  behold  the  gr,.ve  of  Cuchullin  '."  We  f.ught 
on  the  hills  of  Muri.  Our  s-rords  avoid  a  wound. 
1  hey  slide  on  the  helr.-.ets  t>f  steel ;  and  sound 
on  iht  f  lippery  shields.    Deugaia  was  near  witii 


in  the  first  book. 


^9 


■fcshille,  and  said  to  the  son  of  Damman  :  "Thine 
arm  is  feeble,  thou  sun-beam  of  youth.  Thy 
years  are  jiot  strong  for  steel.  Yield  to  the  sou 
of  Seiiio.  He  is  like  the  n-ck  of  Malmor." 
.  The  lear  is  in  the  eye  of  the  youth.  He,  faul- 
tering,  s/iiii  to  me  :  "  CurhuUin,  raise  thy  b«issy 
shie'd.  Defend  thee  f-on.  the  hand  of  th^  friend. 
My  sou'  islarten  with  grief:  for  I  must  slay  the 

I  >ightrd  as  the  \sind  in  the  chink  of  a  rock.  I 
lifted  high  the  edge  o '  mystecl.  The  sun  -beam 
of  the  battle  fell ;  the  first  pf  Cuchullin's  friends. 
—Unhappy  is  the  hand  of  Cuchuilin  since  the 
heiofell. 

"  Mournful  is  thy  tale,  son  of  the  car,"  saitl 
Cariil  of  oilier  times.  "  It  sends  my  soul  back 
to  t  c  ages  r.(  old,  and  to  the  days  oi'  other  years. 
Often  have  I  heard  of  Con-.ai  who  slew  the  friend 
he  loved  ;  yet  victory  attcnc  ed  l.ii  steel ;  and  the 
battle  was  consumed  in  his  picseiice. 

"  Coma!  was  a  son  of  Aibiun  ;  the  chief  of  an 
hundred  hills.  His  deer  drunk  of  a  thousand 
strea:.  s.  A  thousand  rocks  replied  to  the  vo^ce 
of  ills  dogs.  His  face  was  the  mildness  of  youi  h . 
His  hand  the  dc  Ih  of  heroes.  One  was  his  iuve, 
and  lair  was  she  !  the  daughter  ot  migaty  Ccu-^ 
Icon.  Siie  appeared  like  a  sun-beam  among  wo-' 
men.  And  her  hair  was  like  the  wing  of  the 
raven  Her  dogs  were  taught  to  the  chase.  Her 
bow-string  sounded  on  the  winds  of  the  forest. 
Her  soul  wis  fixed  on  Comal.  Often  met  their 
eyes  of  love  .  Theit  cor.rse  in  the  chase  was  one, 
and  happy  were  the i;  words  in  :  ecret.  But  Got-. 
mal  loved  the  mdidjtie  dark  chief  of  thegloomy 
Ard  ven.  He  v.-atched  her  lone  steps  in  tfaeheath  ; 
the  loe  of  unhappy  Comal. 

"  One  day,  tired  of  the  chase,  when  the  mist 
%id  concealed  tbeir  frieods,  Comal  anu  ths  daugh. 
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%tr  of  Conloch  met  in  the  cave  of  Ronan  ^.  ft 
was  the  wonted  baunt  of  Comal.  lis  sides  were 
hung  with  his  arms.  Ahunriiedshieldsof  thongs 
were  there;  a  hundred  helms  of  soundiiip; steel." 

«  Rest  here,"  he  said,  "  niv  lovo,  Galviiia  ; 
Ih-ju  light  of  the  c:.ve  of  .<()nan.  A  d  .er  ap- 
pears on  Mnra's  bnr-v.  I  go  ;  but  I  will  socn  re. 
rum."  "  1  fear,"  she  said,  "  dark.  Grumal  mv 
ioe:  he  haunts  the  cave  .  i  Ronan.  1  will  rest 
arnongthe  arms  ;  but  soon  return,  mv  love." 

"  He  went  to  the  deer  of  Mora.  The  daugh- 
ter of  Con  loi  h  would  try  his  love.  She  clothed 
lier  white  sides  with  his  armour,  and  st'-ode  from 
the  cave  of  Ronan.  Ke  thought  it  was  his  foe. 
His  heart  beat  high.  His  colour  thangei,  and 
«l.irki'.-^^  dimmed  his  eves.  He  drew  the  bow. 
Th ;  r.r't  w  flew.  Galvina  fell  in  bl<  .-d.  He  run 
■with  wildness  in  his  steps  and  tailed  the  dai'g''-- 
ter  01  Crnloch.  No  answer  in  the  Icnely  nkk." 
««  Where  art  thou,  O  my  love!"  He  saw  at 
Sength,  her  heaving  hekrt  beating  arjund  the 
■  -•  red  dart.  "  O  Couloch's  daughter,  is  it 
"_Hc  sunk  upon  her  breast. 


%  The  unfortunate  death  of  this  Ronan  is  the 
'subject  of  the  ninth  fragment  of  Ancient  Poetry, 
published  in  1764:  it  is  not  the  work  oi  Ossian, 
the  iigh  it  is  writ  in  his  manner,  and  bears  the 
p.enuinc  marks  of  antquitv.  1  he  concise  expres- 
sions of  Ossian  are  imitated,  but  the  thoughts  are 
too  jejune  aid  confined  to  be  the  production  of 
that  poet.  Many  p.,eii.s  go  under  his  name  that 
have  been  evidently  c  .mpo.=ed  since  his  time ; 
thev  are  very  nimieiii;is  in  Iieland,  and  some 
have  ome  to  the  translator's  hand.  The*  are 
tr  vial  and  dull  to  the  ia^i  dt^ree  ;  swelling  mro  • 
ri.:iculous  bombast,  or  ein.^ing  into  the  lowest 
fci!i3  9f  poetic  style. 
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"  The  hvnters  found  the  hapless  pair;   hs 

afterw  r.rris    walked   ihe   hili.     But  n>anv  and 

si'cn    -A  ere  his  sieps  round  the  (iark  dwelling  of 

Ne.    The  fleet  of  the  ocean  came.     He 

.:  the  strangers  fled.    Uesea-ched  for  his 

vcr  the  field.    But  who  ctJuM  kill  the 

:;    /       Comal :  He  thicw  p.viav  h-s  dark-brown 

s:.;.  .;      /,n  arrow  foi'nd  his  manly  breast-    He 

E!et.;)s  with  his  loved  Gaivina  at  the  noise  of  the 

sounuing  surge.    Their  green  tonbs  are  seen  by 

the  n-.ariner,  \s-tea  he  bo'jnds  on  the  waves  of 

the  nt-nh." 


Fingah 

AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  TOEiM. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

CuchuUin,  pleased  with  the  story  of  Carril, 

relates  the  aclions  of  Finga  inLoch'Tii,  e 
death  (>f  Agaufi-cts  the  bcaiitifu  sisicr 
SwavHti .  i :  e  had  scarce  finished,  when  Calmar 
the  soil  rf  Math;.,  who  had  advised  ;tie  first 
-  battle,  came  wounded  from  the  field,  and  told 
them  of  Swaran's  design  to  surprise  the  re- 
mainsof  the  Irish  army.  He  himself  proposes 
to  withstand  singly  the  while  force  of  " 
enemy,  in  a  narrow  pass,  till  the  Iri  h  slio  _ 
ir.ak.e  gond  their  retreat.  Ciichiillin,  ouched 
with  the  Rarant  proposal   .  f  Ca'mar,  reso! 


ingcotiicsj  Cahir.i  diesof  his  wouiifl?;  and,  the 
sh.-.  s.,f  inc   Caledonians  aj.pea-irg,   Swar 
gives  over  th.  pursuit 'jfi  :e  Irish,  and  retui 
to  oppose  F.nr'.l's  landing.    Cuchul'.in  w,!.-. 
ed,  after  h  s  defeat,  to  appca^  before  Firtgiil, 
tires  to  the  cave  of  Tura.    Fin/^T.  engages  tbe 
enemv,  puts  them  t<)  Wight ;  but  the  ti.oiingori 
of  niglit  makes  the  victory  not  decisive.    The 
king,  who  had  observed  tfte  sallaut  beh^iviuur 
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of  his  grandson  Oscar,  gix-es  him  advices  coru 
cerning  his  conduct  in  peace  iiu}  w;.r.  He  re- 
ton-.mends  to  him  to  place  t!^e  "'^ -.  ip'.-"  ff  r\'s 
fathers  before  his  eyci,  as  I l,r   '    ^    :■    -    :  '^r 

Ciaca,  whom  iini'?..  hadt;;k°:'   •'   !    ■  i.        .    . 

patched  ro  chjei  ve  the  motions  ot  the  enoiny 
by  ninht ;  Gaul  the  son  of  Mo:  in  desires  the 
command  of  the  army  in  the  nexfVjttle; 
which  Fingal  promises  to  give  him.  Some 
p:ne  ai  reflections  of  the  poet  close  the  third 
day. 

BOOKIIIf. 

'^  "fDLEASANT    are  the   words    of    thfe 

Jir  song,"  said  Cuchuljn,   "and  lovely 

are  the  iaie?  of  other  times.    They  arc  like  the 

calri.d  w  of  the  morning  on  the  hill  o:   roes 

vi  en    iK'  sun  is  faint  on  its  side,  and  the  lake  is 

'    '     ntheva'e.    O  Carril,  raiseagniit 

I  nie  hear  the  sonp  (;f  Tura : 

'  11  ly  hails  of  joy,  when  Finfral 

.;;  iiere,  and  glowed  at  the  deeds 


,  f  T:-50on::.::  .::■,-;  -;  .  pem-^g  of- the 
poem,  C'.:;','     .   ,  ^   .  .1,   C'Ti.al,  and 

Cam  ,  si-r    ..  ;•   .  :  i:i  the  pre. 

•  ceediiig  b' o:-        i  .:l  -  •-■..;-  ■iI.l^.i  is  intro. 

idaccd  lie  c  v.  i  i.  ^,>.,,,. ,,,;  j ,  «;  grcl  u  ■    is  n^ade 

lOf  it  in  the  co-isc  .-!'  iLe  yuc-.r,  and  ^  it,  iasome 
meaiure,  brings  about  ihn  catastropbs. 
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s'imed  in  thy  wrsth,  when  thy  youth  s'r( 
li  the  bcaufv  of  maics.    Th^y  smiled  at  the 


tk,butre?lore.l  him 

tC   11-  •■  ! 

,l>s.     His  Up,  lieait 

was  dark  in  liis  soul 

F..r  n 

g..l,  oveicame  the  s 

re.isth  ( 

f  tiie  mighty  Star. 

««  He  sat  in  the  halls  of  shells  in  Lochlin's 
woi'dyland.  He  called  the  toay-haired  Smvan, 
that  often  surg  round  the  ci  cielj  of  Loda  ;  when 
the  s'onc  of  power  hta.u  Ivs  uv,  a.id  the  bi'"l« 
turn.M  in  the  field  of  the  valiant. 

«Go,3ray-haired  Sr.ivn,"  ritarao  said, 

gpAingofthedesc-ri;  h.  .inU^-.ne  fHireslan 
his  thousands,  tell  tr.rr,  \  "ivtj  l,;ni  n.v  uaugt 
the  loveiicst  limid  that  ever  iieaved  :..  neiis 
snow.  Her  arms  arc  uliitu  as  the  term  ot 
waves.  Her  soul  is  generous  and  niilo.  Let  __ 
eome  with  his  bi-avesc  heroes  to  the  daughter  ot 
the  secret  hall." 

Snivan  tame  to  Albion's  windy  hills  :  and  fair. 
baTred  Fingal  went.  His  kind/cd  soul  flew  be- 
fore him  as  he  bounded  on  the  waves  of  th« 


t  Starno  was  the  father  of  Swaran  as  w 
AgaadCLca.  His  tierce  and  cruel  character  i 
marked  n  other  poen;s  concerning  tne  tini 

il  Th     p^■!sage  most  ci- naiiily  allut^cs  lo  i 
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M  Welcotre,'*  SMd  the  dark-bro\rn  Starno, 
welcoire,  king  ot  rocky  Morven;  and  ^  e  his 
;roes  of  might ;  sons  of  the  lonely  isle !  Three 
lys  within  my  halls  sha'l  ye  ftasti  and  three 
ays  pursue  my  boars,  that  your  fan'e  may  reach 
he  maid  thatdvvelis  in  the  secret  hall." 

"  The  king  of  snow^f  designed  their  death,  and 
ave  the  feast  of  sheHs.  Fingal,  who  doubled 
he  (w,  kept  on  his  arms  of  steel.  The  sons  of 
eath  were  afraid,  and  fled  from  the  eyes  of  ths 
he  hero.  The  voice  »f  sprightly  mirth  arose. 
The  tren.bling  harps  of  joy  are  strung.  Bards 
i«ig the  battle  of  hcro;s  ;  or  the  heaving  bre?st 
>f  love.  OUin,  Fingal's  baid,  was  there;  the 
weet  voice  of  ihc  hill  of  Cona.  He  praised  the 
bughtcrof  snow  ;  andMoiven'sf  high-descencf. 
*)  chief.  The  daughter  of  snow  overheard,  and 
eft  the  hall  of  her  secret  sigh-  She  came  in  all 
ler  beauty,  like  the  moon  from  the  cloud  of  the 
ast.  Loveliness  was  around  her  as  light.  Her 
teps  were  like  the  music  of  songs.  Slie  s?.-.t  the 
'outh  and  loved  him.  He  was  the  stolen  si^h  of 
soul.  Her  \)\iie  eyes  rolled  on  him  in  secret : 
she  blest  the  chief  of  Morven. 
The  third,  ay  withallits beams,  shonebrigbt 
« the  wood  of  boars.  Forth  moved  the  dark, 
irowrcd  Starno  ;  and  Fir.gai  king  of  shields.  Half 
be  dav  they  spent  in  the  chase  ;  and  the  spear 
if  Fingal  was  red  in  the  blocd  of  Gormalil. 

f  Stamo  is  .here  poetically  called  the   king  of 

low,  from  the  great  quantities  of  snow  tha'  fall 

his  donJnions. 

t  All  the  north-west  coast  of  Scotland  pro- 
laWy  went  of  old  linder  the  name  of  Morven, 
nhich  signifies  a  ridge  of  very  higi  hills. 

li  Gormal  is  the  name  of  a  hill  in  Lcchlin,  ia 
!  Jie  ndghbourhccd  of  Statno'e  palace. 
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"  It  was  then  the  daujrhter  of  Stamo,ririfh  blu. 
eyes  tnliinsin  tears,  came '.vith  her  voice  of  love 

no's  heart  of  pride.  Within  that  wood  he 
placed  his  chiefs  ;  beware  of  tiie  wood  of  death 
But  remember,  son  of  the  hill,  remember  Agan 
decca;  save  me  from  the  wtath  of  my  f athei , 
kii'g  of  the  windy  Morven  ! " 

"  The  youth,  with  unconcern,  went  on  ,  _ 
heroes  by  his  side.  1  He  sons  of  death  fell  b 
his  hand;  and  Gnnnal  echoed  around. 

"Before  the  halls  of  Stairo  the  sons  of  tb 
chase  convened.  The  king's  da-k  brows  wet 
like  clouds.  Hs  eyes  like  mererrs  of  nigh 
"  Bring  hither,"  he  cries,  *'  Agandecca  to  ht 
lovely  kiug  of  Morven.  His  hand  is  sta'"- 
with  the  blooj  of  my  people;    and  her  w 

"  She  came  with  the  red  eye  of  tears, 
came  wifh  her  loose  raven  locks.  Her  w 
breast  heaved  with  sighs,  like  the  foam  of  th 
streamy  Lubar.  Starno  pierced  her  side  wit 
steel.  She  fell  like  a  wreath  of  snow  that  slidf 
from  the  rrcks  of  I<nna!i;  when  the  woods  ar 
still,  and  the  echo  deerens  in  the  vale. 

"Then  Fingal  eyed  his  valiant  chiefs;  h' 
\aliant  chiefs  took  arms.  The  gloom  of  the  bal 
tie  roared,  and  I.ochlin  fled  o  died.  Pale,  i 
his  bounding  ship  he  clo~ed  tht  maid  of  the  r; 
vcu  hair.  Her  tomb  ascends  on  Ardven,  an 
the  sea  roars  round  the  dark  dwelling  of  Agar 

•'  B'essed  be  her  soul,"  said  Cuchullin,  "  at 
blessed  be  the  mouth  of  the  song.  Strong  w 
the  voulhof  Finga',and  strong  is  his  arm  of  ap 
Lochlii  shar  fa'l  aganf  before  th-  king  f  echf 
irig  Morven.  Shew  thy  face  from  a  cloud,  ■ 
moon;  light  his  white  sails  on  the  wave  of  tli 
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An.l  if  any  strong  spiritf  of  lif»ven  sits 
t   lo'v-hung  cloud;    turn   his  dark  ships 

le  r  .ckj  thou  rider  of  the  storm!" 

Such  M:;re  the  words  of  Cuchulliii  at  the 
^nd  of  the  mountain-stream;  when  Calmar 
cended  the  hill,  tlie  wiiunded  son  of  Matha. 
m  the  field  he  came  in  his  blood.  He  leaned 
li's  bending  speir.  Feebleis  the  arm  of  battle! 
strong  the  soul  of  the  hero ! 
Welcome!  O  son  of  Matha,"  said  Connal, 
welcome  art  thou  to  thy  friends!  Why  bursts 
t  broken  sigh  from  the  breast  of  him  that  ne- 
fearcd  before;" 

*nd  never,  Connal,  will  he  fear,  chief  of 
pointed  steel.  My  soul  brightens  in  danger, 
id  exults  in  the  noise  of  battle.  I  am  of  the 
f  steel ;  my  fathers  never  feared, 
ormar  was  the  first  of  my  race.  He  sported 
the  storms  of  the  waves.  His  black  skifT 
led  on  ocean;  and  travelled  on  the  wings  of 
last.  A  spirit  once  embi  oiled  the  n:ght. 
well  and  rocks  resound.  Winds  dri  e  a- 
..  he  c!ouds.  The  lightning  flies  on  wings 
"fir;-.  IIefca,ed,andcametolar.d;  then  blushed 
lat  he  feared  at  al'.  He  rushed  again  amongthe 
aves  to  find  tiiesonof  the  wind.  Threeyoulhs 
lide  the  bountling  bark;     he  stood  with  the 


t  This  is  the  only  passage  in  the  poem  that  has 
--:  appearance  of  religion.  But  Cuthulhn's  a- 
_j  ophe  to  this  spirit  is  acco'upanied  with  a 
bubt,  so  that  it  is  not  easvto  determine  whether 
He  hero  meant  a  superior  being,  or  the  ghosts 
deceased  warri'rs,  who  were  supposed  in 
lose  times  to  rule  the  storms,  and  to  transport 
lemselves  iu  a  gusl  of  wind  from  one  conutry 


)  another. 


6« 

s.word  unsheathed.  When  the  low-hung  n 
pour  passed,  he  took  it  by  the  ciirUng  head,  an 
searched  its  daik  womb  with  his  steel.  f^ 
son  of  the  wind  forsook  the  air.  The  moo 
Slavs  returned.  .  „ 

"  Such  was  the  boldness  of  my  race;  and  Ca 
mar  is  like  his  iathers.  Danger  flies  from  tt 
uplifted  sword.  They  best  succeed  who  daie." 

"  But  now,  ye  sons  of  green- valley'd  Erin,rt 
tire  from  Lena's  bloody  heath.  Collect  the  Sf 
remnant  of  our  friends,  and  join  the  sword  < 
Fintal.  I  heard  the  sound  nf  Lothiin's  advar 
cing  arms  •  but  Calmar  will  remain  and  figh 
My  Voice  shall  be  such,  my  friends,  as  if  thou; 
andswercbeh-.ndme.  But,soM  of  Semo,  remen 
ber  me.  Remember  Calmar's  lifeless 
A/terFingalhas  wasted  the  field,  place  r 
some  stone  o;  remerrbrance,  ihat  future 
may  hear  my  fame ;  and  the  uioth'-vt  of  C 
rejoice  over  the  stone  of  mv  renown." 

"  No  :  son  of  Matha,"  said  Cuchu'.iin," 
never  leave  thee.  M,  joy  is  in  the  unequal  ftelc 
my  soul  inci cases  in  d.inger.  Connal,  and  Cat 
r.l  of  other  times,  i  arr,  oif  the  sad  sons  ot  Erir 
and  when  the  battle  is  over,  searih  for  our  pal 
corses  in  this  narrow  way.  For  near  this  oa 
we shallstaudin  the  streamof  Ihebattleol  thou; 
ands.  O  Fithil's  son,  with  feet  of  wind,  fly  ovf 
the  heath  of  Lena.  Tell  to  Fingal  that  Erin 
inthralled,  and  bid  the  king  of  Morven  hastei 
O  Ici  him  come  like  the  sun  in  a  storm,  whe 
he  shines  on  the  hills  ^f  grass." 


t  Alciethn,  her  lamentation  over  her  i 
introduced  in  the  poem  concerning  the  death  t 
Cuchuliin,  printed  in  this  collection. 
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(dornin^is  gray  on  Cromla;  the  sons  of  the 
asc:nd.  Calmar  stood  forth  to  meet  them  in 
I-  pride  of  his  kindling  soul.  But  pale  vas  the 
e  of  the  warriiir;  he  leaned  on  his  father's 
That  spear  which  he  broughtfiom  Lara'» 
hen  the  sou!  of  his  mother  was  sad.  But 
wly  now  the  hero  falls,  like  a  tree  on  the 
ins  of  Cona.  Dark  Cuchul  in  stands  alone 
e  a  rock  II  in  a  sandy  vale.  The  s.'a  -comes 
;h  its  waves,  and  roars  on  its  hardened  sides, 
head  is  covered  witii  foim,  and  the  hills  are 
loing  around.  No*  from  the  gray  mist  of  the 
■an,  th':  white-sailcd  ships  of  Fingal  appear, 
gh  is  Che  grove  of  ihsir  masts  as  .hey  nod,  by 
■^-   -n  the  rolling  wave. 

in  saw  them  from  the  hill,  and  re'umpd 

m  the  sons  of  Erin.  As  ebbs  the  resounding 
,,  through  the  hundred  isles  of  Inistore;  so 
d,  su  vast,  so  immense  relumed  the  sons  of 
:h!in  against  the  king  o  the  desert  hill.  But 
iding,  weeping,  sad?  and  slow,  and  drag^nng 
long  spear  behind,  CuchuUin  sunkin  Cromia's 
od,  and  mourned  his  J'ailen  iricnd  .  He  fear- 
the  fa  e  of  Fingal ,  who  was  wont  to  greet  him 
m  th;  fields  of  renown. 
How  many  lie  there  of  my  heroes!  thechieft 
Qn.is-fail!  the.,  that  werecheerfulin  thehall, 
jn  t.  e  sound  of  the  shells  arose.  No  more 
ill  I  find  their  steps  in  the  heath,  or  hear  their 
cein  the  chase  of  the  h  nds.  Pale,  siient,  low 
bloody  beds  are  they  \»'ho  were  my  fiiends! 
ipiritsof  the  lately  dead,  meet  CuthuUin  oa 


o  some  tall  rock  o'erha'igs  the  hoary  main, 
winds  assai'M,  by  b  lows  bear  in  vain, 
imov'd  it  bears,  abov-',  the  tempests  blow, 
idssss^lhe  wat'ry  mounluias  break  below. 
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bis  heath.  Converse  with  him  on  tlie  win 
when  tlie  rustling  tree  of  Tura's  cave  rcsounc 
The>c,  lar  remote,  X  sajUl  lie  unknuwn  1 
bard  suaU  hear  oi  me.  Nu  gray  stone  sha<l  u 
to  my  renown.  Mourn  i:ic  with  the  dead, 
Braeeia!  departed  is  my  t'^inie." 

Such  were  the  words  of  Cuchulliu,  when 
sunk  in  ihe  woods  of  Cromia. 

Fingal,  tall  in  his  sh.p,  stretched  his  bng  j 
lanco  before  him.  Teinb.e  was  the  g;e<iinot  l 
steel :  i-  was  like  the  green  meteo.  of  dea^ 
setting  intne  heat.,  ot  Mahnar,  when  the  ti 
teller  is  alone,  and  the  broad  moon  is  oarker 

"  Ihe  battle  is  over,  "  said  the  king.  " 
behold  the  blood  of  my  friends  Sad  i=.  the  he; 
of  Lena  !  and  mourniu'  th.  oaks  ot  Cionija !  I 
liunteis  have  fMcn  the  e  m  ^"^'^"j^^  'j^*j^jj '■pjjj. 
mvlons^louTri^hehi'v/noft^^^^  Asw 

foe'  ''c:  urih!?r 'm^m  Ihe^'grave'of  Lumdarg, 
chtef  oV  the  1 1  es.  Be  ,our  voice  like  thai 
Vour^-.th.v,  •..hen  h.  er.teis  1  he  battles  of 
streni?.:!-  I  wa^i  ''^.''y"  'Jf'Jy'^j,"''^^',,^  l^t" 
conie'^with  alThis  race ;  for  strong  in  battle 

"l(";',ewl^e1ghtning:darkFina. 
the'shu-eof,;.;um..      OuLeiiaJsiie^h^t. 
vticeishL-.ird;  lUts.'nM^:  . -i -^  '  ^ 
of  Fi-.[Pl's  v.'ar.    As  .hi.- i    -  i  '  ,    '■        -      '■ 
returr.  n-\  irom  thek-.ii.'.S  ■    ■  '  '  ■    •   '"■' 

lin.  "'"rne  king  in  their  i:;^        ,.  |^ 

irial  pride  of  his  arms.  ^'  -  ■'  "  ' '°  .■',,', ,." 
blown  face :  and  his  e>e.*  rt^.i  »i>    '-c  i'  '- 

^li'^S^ beheld  tHe  soiv  0 f  Stariio  •,  and  hs  rem 
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ed  Agandecca.  For  S*aran  with  the  tears  of 
'"  'id  mourned  his  white-bosomed  sister. 
Jilin  of  the  songs  to  bid  him  t  the  feast 
F  r  pleasant  on  Fingal's  soul  return- 
tnemberwice  of  the  first  of  his  loves. 
lUin  caine  with  aged  steps,  and  spoke  to  Star- 
sson.  "  Othou  that  dwellest  afar,  surround, 
like  a  rotk,  with  thy  waves,  come  to  the  feast 
Jie  king,  and  pass  the  day  in  rest.  I'o  mor- 
"  let  us  right,  O  Swaran,  and  break  the  echo- 
shields." 

To-day"  said  Starno's  wrathful  son,  "we 
ik  the  ethoing  shields :  to-moiTow  my  feasts 
I  be  spread  ;  and  Fiogal  lie  on  earth." 
And  to-morrow,  let  his  feast  be  spread," 
Fingal  with  a  smile;  «'  for,  ID-da's,  O  "ly 
s,  wc  shallbreak  the  echoing  shields.  Ossian, 
id  thou  near  my  arm.  Gaul,  iift  thy  tei-rible 
•rd.  Fergus,  bend  thy  crooked  yew.  Throw, 
an,  thy  lance  through  heaven. — Lift  your 
:lds  like  the  darkened  moon.  Be  your  spears 
meteors  cf  death.  FoUow  me  in  the  path  ..f 
fame;  and  equal  my  deeds  in  battle." 
-  "  hundred  winds  on  Morven ;  as  che  s  reams 
mdred hills  ;  as  clouds  fly  successive  over 
1 ;  or,  ds  the  dark  ocean  assaults  the  shore 
he  desert :  so  roaring,  so  vast,  so  terrible  che 
mixed  on  Lena's  ecbouig  heath.  The 
>f  t  e  people  spi  cad  <n  cr  llie  hills ;  it  was 
e  thunder  of  uighc,  when  the  cloud  bursts 
3 ;  and  a  thousand  ghosts  shriek  at  once 
hollow  wind, 
mgdl  rushed  on  in  his  strength,  terrible  as 
spirit  of  Trenmor;  when,  in  a  whirlwind, 
on-es  toMoiven  to  seethe  children  cf  his 
e.  The  oaks  resound  on  their  hills,  and  the 
ks  fall  down  before  him.  Bloody  wiS  ihj 
Id  of  my  lalhsr  when  he  wliirled  the  lieht- 

I 


*"  Ryno  wc^?on  like  a  pillar  ofire  Dark  ,s  tJ 
brow  of  Gaul.  Fergus  rushed  forward  with  fe 
a  wind  :  and  F.Uan  l.ke  the  °"st  °f  ^^'^e  h. 

fh^r^^^^^k^^fthe^klurU^Vpe^^^ 
of  my  a'-m  ;  and  dismal  was  the  gleam  ot  n 
sword.    My  locks  were  not  then  so  gray ;  n 
trembled   -y  hands  of  age.    ^'V  ^y^^;j'^[,^  " 
closed  in  darkness ;  nor  failed  my  feet  m  I. 

'"who  can  relate  the  deaths  of  the  People ; 
the  deeds  of  mighty  heroes;  when  Finf^  ,bur 
tn<r  in  his  wrath,  consumed  the  sons  of  Loctilii 
SfoyLfsw^Ikd 'on  groans  from  hill  to  h.il  . 
night  had  covered  all.  Pale ,  staring  like  a  ne 
of  deer,  the  sons  of  Lochlin  convene  on  Lena. 
We  Kit  and  heard  the  sprightly  harp  at  Luba 
gentle  St)  earn-  Fingal  himself  was  next  to 
foe  ;  and  listened  to  the  tales  of  ba«ls.  His  g 
lik«  race  were  in  the  song,  the  chiefs  ot  oil 
Umes.  AUcntive,  'eaning  on  his  shield  the k> 
ofMorven  sat.  The  wind  whistled  thi^u^h 
aged  locks,  and  his  thoughts  ^.^^  of  the  days 
^her  years.  Near  him,  on  his  bending  spear 
young,  my  lovely  Osc.;r  ^to  d.  He  adimred^ 
king  of  Morven :  and  bis  actions  were  swwu 
in  his  soul. 


+  Here  the  poet  celebrates  his  own  actions,  1 
be  does  it  in  such  a  manner  that  we  are  »ot  d 
pleased.  The  mentio  >  of  the  g«at  atbons 
his  youth  imm-ediately  suggests  to  him  the  he 
less  situaUon  of  his  age.  We  do  not  despise  il 
foi  selfish  praise,  but  feel  bis  niisfortoues. 
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So  Treumor  Uved ;  such  Tmau  »^  •  V^h  .Itli 
itas  Fiiiral  been     Mv  yrn>  !,■■,.  tt^     '  *"''  -""^'» 

Of  love :  the  daughter  of  Cracl'i  f  kfn^  ti  ^k^'"^ 

nTuafn  ^Tw^hS^-^^^-^ '-  -^^^ 
"J  "**  .;    A  wnue-saacd  boat  appeared  larnfr. 

? socn 'i^'„^^  I'??''  '^^' "^^  on  ocean's  bbS* 
tsocn-pproathed;  wesawttiefair.  HerwhiVZ 
SS^  ^^-^;"th  sigh..  The  ^-iad  w«  i^  he' 
Daugtiterof  beauty," calm  I  said,  •'That^l" 
«  ui  thai  breast?  Can  I,  young^  i  .J^Ji^^ 
hee,  daughter  of  the  sra  ?  Mv- s^rd  ",  '„^f  *"* 
^tched  in  war  but  <!auatle^'it  my  „^  .f.  ""* 

i.el.s.suppSrteV^^^he^^ebfeland^'/heti,'^ 


■tthildi-^^me^.'^r?  ^^'^  mentioned  was,  i.  not. 


the  daughtei  of  Grata  "'^=^;°'  ^.^^^  i^  ^i, 
•f  light  upon  the  W'^"'"'^.^  t,"  so ul  1  shun  him 
brow ;  a^<'.«™P^=*Vi;Vo«.schYef' pursues." 
en  4:he  roiling  sea ;  but  Sora  ^^^  J"  shield ; 
«  Rest  th"".", ,1^^'^  of  li"t!  The  gloomv 
,est  in  peace,  thou  *>«=^7_9' i^a^  ^-.n^  jj  uke  hi; 

^*''''  ?^:'rbJhfnd  their  ?h^t""f  sno.l     Whit. 

t^r'l.^rif^can^&erjrthestorrn^^ 
take  the  f"3tvr.thm  nv,  hall     it^^^^^y^g  ^ 

fing  IS  thv  hand,    a  - ^    >         ^^^  jj^g  s„ite  o 

,en  of  youth.  ^j^    q  Oscsr;  t 

Such  have  T  been  in  my  y^^^,^^^^^^  thebal 

{l-^Sun|p;e,i>t^o.e^S^^-^ 
„ew  the  SODS  "'  ^''^^-    ^^c  storms  of  echoir 
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•f  trin's  race  lie  here  on  the  dark  bed  of  deatS. 
The  (.hi!ilrv;a  of  the  storm  are  low  ;  the  suns  ot 
:hoiugCroml<i." 

The  heroes-  flew  like  two  dark  clouds ;  tw» 
lark  clouds  that  are  the  chariots  of  ghosts  ;  whea 
■  ■  dark  children  come  to  frighten  hapless  men. 
wii  then  that  Gaulfjtheson  of  Marni,  stood 
jke  a  rock  in  the  night.  His  s^eav  is  glittering 
;o  the  stars ;  bis  voice  like  man  /  streams.  "  Son 
Df  battle."  cried  the  chief,  "O  Fingal,  king  of 
ihells  !  let  the  bards  of  many  songs  MOthe  Eiin's 
friends  to  rest.  And,  Fing?!,  sheach  thy  sword 
of  death;  and  let  thy  people  fight.  We  wither 
wvay  without  oar  lame ;  for  our  king  is  Uie  only 
lEpaker  of  shields.  When  m.  rning  rises  on  our 
lills,  behold  at  a  distance  our  deeds.  LetLoch- 
in  feel  the  sword  of  Morni'sSL.n,  that  baids  may 
dngof  mc.  Such  was  the  custom  heretofore  of 
Fingal's  noble  race.  Such  was  thiue  own,  ihoa 
.ing  of  swords,  in  battles  of  the  spear." 
"  O  son  of  Morni,"  Fingal  replied,  "  I  g'Ory 
i»  thy  fame.  Fight :  but  my  spear  shall  tt*  near 
0  aid  thee  in  the  midst  of  danger.  Raise,  raise 
he  voice,  sons  of  the  song,  and  lull  me  into  rest. 
Here  wi.l  Fingil  lie  amidst  the  wind  of  night. 


+  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morn;,  was  chief  of  a  tribe 
;bat  disputed  long  the  pre-emfnence  with  Fingal 
^nise.f.  They  were  reduced  at  ui.st  to  obedience, 
md  Gaul,  from  an  enemy,  turned  Fingal's  best 
iriend  and  greatest  hero.  K'.s  character  is  sonie- 
bing  like  that  of  Aja.\  ir.  the  Iliad;  a  hero  of 
nore  strength  than  conduct  in  battle.  He  v,a« 
rery  fond  of  military  fame,  and  here  he  demands 
he  next  battle  to  himself.  The  poet,  by  an 
irtiiice,  removes  Fingal,  tUat  his  return  may  be 
■•^-Hiojre  magiiifiter.t. 
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Ani  if  thou,  Ag?^^^f^*t"^  ""ff'onTblit  of 

un;  w.u.   ,   .      jy/«i 

shew  thv  bright  face  to  my  soul.  ,„„efui 

Manv  a  voice  and  ma-y  a  harp  m  tuneful 
sounds  hrose.  Of  Fmgal's  noble  deeds  they  suiig, 
and  of  the  noble  race  of  the  hero.  And  seme. 
times  on  the  lovely  sound  v.as  heard  the  name 
'"'^tr^I.'^Tlt^STo^^^-  ,.on  in  battle, 

thy  race  of  battle  1  now  behold  thee  not !  The 
wild  roes  feed  upon  the  green  tomb  cf  the  m>gMy 
kingcf  Morven!  Blest  be  ^hy  soul,  thou  king 
cf  sword.',  thou  most  reuowced  oa  the  luus  w 


Fingal: 

AN  ANCIENT   EPIC  POEAt, 

THE  ARGUMENr. 

The  action  of  the  poem  being  suspended  by  tiighf, 
Ossian  takes  that  opportunity  to  relate  hi,sown 
actions  at  the  lake  of  Lego,  and  his  courtship 
of  Evcrallin  who  was  the  mother  of  Oscar,  and 
had  died  some  time  before  the  expedition  of 
Fingal  into  Ireland.  Her  ghost  appears  to 
him,  and  tells  him  that  Oscar,  who  had  beea 
sent,  the  beginning  of  the  night,  to  observe 
the  enemy,  was  engaged  with  an  advanced 
p;rty  and  alraosl  overpowered.  Ossian  re- 
lieves his  son ;  and  an  alarm  is  given  to  Fin- 
gal of  the  approach  (!f  Swaran.  The  king 
rises,  calls  his  army  together,  and,  as  he  had 
promised  the  preceding  night,  devolves  the 
command  on  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni,  while  he 
himself,  after  charging  his  sons  to  behave  gal- 
lantly and  defend  his  people,  retires  to  a  hill, 
from  whence  he  could  have  a  view  of  the 
battle.  The  battle  joins;  the  poet  relates 
Oscar's  great  actions.  But  when  Oscar,  in 
conjunction  with  his  father,  conquered  in 
one  wing,  Gaul,  who  was  attacked  by  Swaran 
in  person,  Wiis  on  the  point  of  retreating  in 
tire  ether,      riagal  sends  Ullin  his  b^vl  t% 


je  him  with  a  war  song,  but  notwitkw 

itznding,  Su  aran  prevails ;  and  G;iu!  an4 
his  aimy  are  obliged  to  give  wav.  Fingal, 
descending fiom  the  hill,  rallies  them  again; 
Swaran  delists  from  the  pursuit,  possefses  • 
himself  ut  a  rising  ground,  restores  the  rKnfci,  , 
end  waits  the  approach  of  Fit!g;'.l.  The  kiag^  , 
having  encouraged  his  men,  gives  the  ne- 
'  cessary  orders,  and  renews  tlie  battle.  '^- 
chullin,  who,  with  his  friend  Connal, 
Carrilhis  bard,  had  retired  to  ibe  tave  of  Tura,  , 
hearing  the  noise,  came  to  the  brow  of  the 
hill,  v.hich  ovcrl^^okcd  the  field  of  battle, 
v/here  he  saw  Fin?p!  ei'.ga'rtd  « ilh  the  enemy. 
He,  being  hindcvc'.  ^^  C  ,nnal  frrm  joining 
S'inga!,  who  was  him»e  i  Uiioii  the  point  of 
obtaining  a  complete  vittop^  ,  scuds  Carril  t<» 
congratulate  that  hero  of  his  success. 

BOOK  TV\. 

with  her  Fongsfrom  the  m 
the  bow  of  the  showery  Lena! 
'the  n-.aid  of  the  voice  of  love.    The  w"  "■ 


wi 


t  Fingalbeingasleep  and  the  action  suspended 
by  night,  the  poet  introduces  the  story  of  hii 
courtship  ot  Everallin  the  daughter  of  Branno 
The  episode  is  necessary  to  clear  up  several  —- 
sages  that  follow  in  the  poem  ;  at  tlic  same 
that  it  naturally  brings  on  the  action  of  the  book 
which  may  be  supposed  to  begin  about  the  mid 
die  of  the  third  night  from  the  opening  of  thi 
poem.  This  book,  as  many  of  Ossian's  othe 
compositions.,  is  addressed  to  the  beautiful  Mai 
^fina  the  danghter  of  1  oscar.  She  appears  ti 
have  been  in  love  with  Oscar,  and  to  have  affect 
esl  the  tompany  of  the  father  after  the  death  t 
tisQ  tOR. 
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armed  dauehter  o  f  Toscar.  Often  hast  thoot 
heard  my  song,  often  pveii  the  tear  of  beauty- 
Doit  thou  come  to  the  battles  of  thy  people  •,  anl 
to  hear  the  actions  of  Oscar?  When  shall  I  tea»e 
to  mourn,  by  the  streams  of  the  echoing  Cona  ? 
My  years  have  passed  away  in  battle,  and  tnj 
age  is  darkened  with  sorrow. 

Daughter  of  the  hand  of  snow!  I  was  nots* 
mournful  and  blind  !  I  was  not  so  dark  and  for- 
lorn, when  EveraUin  loved  me!  EveralU» 
With  tiie  dark-brown  hair,  the  white-bosomed 
love  of  Cormac.  A  thousand  heroes  sought  the 
maid,  she  denied  her  love  to  a  thousand;  the 
sons  of  the  sword  were  despised :  for  graceful  ia 
ter  eyes  was  Ossian. 

I  went,  in  suit  of  the  maid,  to  Lego's  sable 
surge:  twelve  of  my  peoplewere  there,  the  son» 
of  the  streamy  Morven.  We  came  to  Branuo, 
friend  of  strangers:  Branno  of  the  sounding 
mail.  "  From  whence,"  he  said,  ♦'  are  the 
arms  of  steel  ?  Not  easy  to  win  is  the  maid,  that 
has  denied  the  blue  eyed  sons  of  Eiin.  But  blesC 
be  thou,  O  son  of  Fingal.  Happy  is  the  maid 
that  waits  thee.  Though  twelve  daughters  of 
beauty  were  mine,  thine  were  the  choice,  thou 
ionoffame!"  Then  he  opened  the  hall  of  the 
maid,  the  dark-haired  EveraUin.  Joy  kindled 
in  our  breasts  of  steel  and  blest  the  maid  of 

Above  us  on  the  hill  appeared  the  people  of 
stately  Cormac.  Eight  were  the  heroes  of  the 
ihief;  and  the  heath  flamed  with  their  arms. 
There  Colla,  Durra  of  the  wounds,  there  mighty 

'  Toscar,  and  Tago,  there  Frestal,  the  victorious 

'  stood ;  Dairo  of  the  happy  deeds,  and  Data  ihe 
battle's  bulwark  in  the  narrow  way.  The  sword 
flamed  in  the  hand  of  Cormac,  and  graceful  was 

t  fbe  look  of  the  hero. 

'  Eigtit  were  Iheherocs  of  Ossian ;  UUiastoiai.y 
♦ 
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a«nofwaf ;  Mullo  of  the  generous  deeds;  t& 
noble,  the  graceful  Scciacha;  Oglan,  and  Cer» 
dnl  the  wrathful,  snd  Dumarican's  brows  of 
death.  And  why  should  Ogdr  be  the  last;  so 
wide  renowned  on  the  hills  of  Ardven  ? 

Ogar  met  Dala  the  strong;,  face  to  f7.ce,  on  tha  . 
field  of  heroes.  The  battle  of  the  chiefs  w  as  I'ke' 
fjie  wind  on  ocean's  foamy  -vvaves.  The  dagger 
U  remembered  br  Ogar;  the  weapon  which  h«( 
loved  ;  nine  times  he  drowned  it  in  Dala's  side. 
The  stormy  battle  turned.  Three  times  I  pierced 
CormKc's  shield :  three  times"he  broke  his  sr.ear. 
But,  unhappy  youth  of  love !  I  cat  his  head 
away.  Five  times  I  shook  itby  the  lock.  The 
friends  of  Cormac  fled. 

■Whoever  would  have  told  me,  lovely  maidf, 
when  then  I  strove  in  battle;  that  blind,  for- 
saken, and  forlorn  I  now  should  pass  the  night; 
firm  ought  his  mail  to  have  been,  and  unmatched 
his  arm  in  battle. 

Nowjl  on  Lena's  gloomy  heath  the  voice  of 
music  died  away.  The  unconstant  blast  blew 
hard,  and  the  high  oak  shook  its  leaves  around 
mc  ;  of  Everaliin  were  my  thour'hts,  when  she, 
in  all  the  iight  of  beauty,  and  her  blue  eyes  loU- 
ir.g  in  tears,  stood  on  a  cloud  before  my  sight 
alid  spuke  with  feeble  voice. 


t  The  poet  addresses  himself  to  Malvina  ths 
daughter  of  Toscar. 

II  The  poet  returns  to  this  subject.  If  one 
aould  fix  the  time  of  the  year  in  which  the  action 
of  the  poem  happened,  from  the  scene  described 
here,  I  should  be  tempted  to  place  it  in  autumn; 
The  trees  shed  their  leaves,  and  the  winds  are 
variable,  both  wh=th  circumstances  agree  with 
tbac  season  of  the  year. 
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"  0  Ossian,  rise  and  save  my  son;  save  Os^aT) 
Jiiet'of  men.  Near  thered  oak  of  Lubar's  stream, 
le  fights  with  Loch!in's  sons."  She  sank  into 
ler  cloud  again.  1  dothed  me  with  my  steel. 
Ay  spear  supported  my  steps,  and  my  rattling 
jmour  rung.  I  hummed,  as  I  was  wont  in  dan- 
ter,  the  songs  of  heroes  of  old.  Like  di<itant 
hunder^  Lochlin  heard  ;  they  fled  ;  my  «ott 
lursued. 
I  called  him  like  a  distant  stream.  "  My  son 
;lurn  over  Lena.  No  further  pursue  the  foe," 
said,  "  though  Ossian  is  behind  thee."  He 
jme,  and  lovely  in  my  ear  was  Oscar's  sound- 
ng  steel.  "  Why  didst  thou  stop  my  hand,"  he 
aid,  «  till  deutii  iiad  covered  all  >  For  dark  and 
Ircadful  by  ihe  stream  they  met  thy  son  and 
fillan.  They  watched  the  terrors  of  theniglit. 
3ur  swords  have  conquered  some.  But  as  the 
vinds  of  night  pour  the  ocean  over  the  white 
.■ands  of  Mora, so  dark  advance  the  sons  of  Loch- 
Jn  over  Lena's  rustling  heath.  The  ghosts  of 
Mght  shriek  afar ;  and  I  have  seen  the  meteors 
if  death.  Let  me  awake  the  king  of  Morven, 
le  that  smiles  in  danger ;  for  he  is  like  the  sun 
if  heaven  that  rises  in  a  storm." 

Fingal  liatl  started  from  a  dream,  and  leaned 
in  Trenmor's  shield;  the  dark-brown  shield  of 


%  Ossian  gives  the  reader  a  high  idea  of  him" 
!lf.  His  very  song  frightens  the  enemy.  This 
.«sage  resembles  one  in  the  eighteenth  Iliad, 
where  the  voice  of  Achilles  frigliteus  the  Tro- 
from  the  body  of  Patroclus. 

fcrcwd 
Forth  march'd  the  chief,  and  distant  frum  the 
High  on  the  ran.part  rais'd  his  voice  al<iud. 
3o  high  his  brazen  voice  the  hero  rcar'd. 
Musts  drc'p  their  arms  Eini  Irembls  at  they  fear'd. 

5  rorE. 
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Jiis  fathers  ;  viuch  they  h'd  lifted  of  old  if 
battles  of  their  race.  'J  he  hero  had  seen  ii 
rest  the  mournful  form  of  Agr.ndecca ;  she  ( 
from  the  way  of  the  ocean,  and  slowly,  lonely 
moved  over  Lena.  Her  face  v.  as  pale  like  th 
inistofCromla;  and  dark  were  the  tears  of  he 
cheek.  She  often  r.-iised  her  dim  hand  fiom  he 
jobe ;  her  robe  which  was  of  the  clouds  of  th^ 
desert;  she  raised  her  dim  hand  over  Ti 
a.nd  turned  away  her  silent  eves. 

«'  Why  weeps  the  dangler  of  Statno," 


pioachcd.  Thekir.g  s?.w  the  gray  sh!C:d  t 
•side.  For  the  faint  bsam  of  the  morning 
«ver  the  waters  of  Ullin. 

"What  do  the  foes  in  their  fear!"  sr 
rising  king  of  Murven.  "  Or  fiy  they  th 
ocean's  foam,  or  wait  they  the  battle  ol 
But  why  should  Fingal  ask?  I  hear  their 
on  the- early  wind.  Fly  over  Lena  s  hea 
Oscar,  and  awake  our  friends  to  batt.e. 

The  king  stood  by  the  stone  of  Lubar 
thrice  raised  his  terrilile  voice.     I  h( 
from  the  four     '        '' "        '- 

dred  moiunai 
foam:  liketl 

the  desert,  r 


*«  Come  to  battle,"  said  the  king,  "  ye  dsHd. 
ren  of  the  storm.  Come  to  the  death  of  thou- 
sands. Comhal's  son  will  see  the  fight.  My 
sword  shall  wave  on  that  hill,  and  be  the  shield 
of  my  people.  But  never  may  you  need  it, 
warriors,  while  the  son  of  Morni  flights,  the 
chief  of  mighty  men.  He  shall  lead  my  battle  ; 
that  his  fame  may  rise  in  the  song.  O  ye  ghosts 
of  heroes  dead  !  ye  riders  of  the  storm  of  Crom- 
la !  receive  my  falling  people  with  joy,  and  bring 
them  to  your  hills.  And  may  the  blast  of  Lena 
carry  them  over  my  seas,  that  they  may  come 
to  my  silent  dreams,   and  delight  my  soul  ia 

Fillan  and  Oscar,  of  the  dark-brown  hair, 
fair  Rynojwith  tne  pointed  steel !  advance  v.-ith 
valour  to  the  flght ;  and  behold  the  son  of  Morni. 
Let  your  swords  be  like  his  in  the  strife :  and 
behold  the  deeds  of  his  hands.  Protect  the 
friends  of  your  father !  and  remember  the  chiefs 
of  old.  Mychildren,  1  shall  see  you  yet  though 
here  ye  should  fall  in  Erin.  Soon  shall  our  cold, 
lale  ghosts  meet  in  a  cloud,  and  fly  over  the 
dllsofCcna." 

Now  like  a  dark  and  stormy  cloud,  edged 
_ound  with  the  red  lightning  of  heaven,  and 
fiying  westward  from  the  morning's  beam,  the 
*"igof  hills  removed.  Terrible  is  the  light  of 
armour,  and  two  spears  are  in  his  hand.  His 
gray  hair  falls  on  the  wind.  He  often  looks 
back  on  the  war.  Three  bards  attend  the  soa 
t>f  fame,  to  carry  his  words  to  the  heroes. 
High  on  Cromla'3  side  he  sat,  W3\  ing  the  light- 
ning i)f  his  sword,  and  as  he  waved  we  moved. 
Joy  rose  in  Oscar's  fate.  His  cheek  is  red. 
:ye  sheds  tcnrs.  The  sv>-o-.d  is  a  beam  of 
1  his  hnr.d.  He  came;  and  smiling,  spoke 
sian.  "  O  ruler  of  the  fight  of  stee!  J.  my 
father,  hear  thy  soa,      Retire  wHtfe  Morvea's 
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ttiighty  thief;  and  give  me  Ossian's  fame.  And 
if  here  I  fall;  my  king,  remeraber  that  breast  of 
SHOW,  that  loneiy  sun-beam  of  my  love,  the 
white  handed  d.iughter  cf  Toscar.  For,  with 
red  cheek  from  the  rock,  and  bending  over  Uie 

il.e  pours  the  iigh  for  Oscar.  Tell  her  1  am  on 
my  hills  a  lightly  bounding  son  of  the  wind; 
tliat  hereafter,  ir.  a  cloud,  1  may  meet  the  lovely 
inaid  of  Toscar." 

"  Rai'C,  Oscar,  rather  raise  my  tomb.  I  will 
not  yieldthe  fight  to  thee.  For  first  and  bloodiest 
in  the  war  my  arm  shall  teach  thee  how  to  fighu 
But,  remember,  my  son,  to  place  this  sword, 
this  bow,  and  tiie  horn  of  my  deer,  within  that 
tinrk  and  narrow  house,  whose  mark  is  one  gray 
stone.  Oscar,  I  have  no  love  to  leave  to  the  care 
4>f  my  son  ;  for  graceful  Everallin  is  no  more, 
Ihe  lovely  daughter  of  Branno." 

Such  were  ou I  words,  when  Gaul's  loud  voire 
came  growing  o.t  the  wind.  He  waved  on  liigh  the 
sword  of  his  father,  and  rushed  to  death  and 
\i-our.ds. 

.\s  waves  whi'e-bubbling  over  the  deep  come 

:  oL.rir.g''waves  :  so  foes  attacked  and  fought. 
M.^u  met  Willi  man,  and  steel  with  steel. 
Shields  sound ;  men  fall.  As  a  hundred  ham- 
mers on  the  son  of  the  furnace,  so  rose,  so  rung 
their  swords. 

Gaul  tu3hcd  ot  like  a  whirlwind  in  Ardven. 
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flamed  over  the  slain.  1  hey  fied  aniiVn  tJirouglr 
I-ena's  hea:h:  aiid  we  pursued  and  stew.  As 
stones  that  bound  from  reck  to  reck;  as  axes 
in  echoing  woods;  as  thunder  rolls  from  hi',1  to 
hill  in  dismal  broken  peals  ;  so  blow  succeeded 
to  blow,  and  death  to  dca'.h,  from  the  hand  of 
Oscart  and  mine. 

But  Swaran  closed  round  Morni's  son,  as  the 
strenrnh  of  the  tide  of  Inistore.  The  king  half 
rose  from  his  bill  at  the  sight,  and  half  assumed 
the  spear.  "  Go,  UUin,  go,  my  aged  bard," 
begun  the  king  of  Morven.  •'  Remind  the  mighty 
Giul  of  battle ;  remind  him  of  his  fathers.  Sup- 
poit  the  yielding  fi?:ht  with  song;  for  song  eiT- 
livens  «~dr."  Tail  Ullin  went,  with  steps  of  ^c, 
and  spoke  to  the  king  of  swords. 

< '  Sonjl  iif  the  chief  of  generous  steeds  !  h'gh- 
boundiiig  king  of  spears.  .Strong  arm  in  every 
perilous  toil.  Hard  heart  that  never  yields.  Chief 


t  Ossian  never  fails  to  give  a  fine  character  to 
his  beloved  son.  His  speech  to  his  farhcr  is  yiat 
of  a  hero;  it  contains  the  siibniission  due  to  a 
parent,  and  tho  warmth  tliat  bcconies  a  young 
warrior.  There  is  ap.-o;.riety  i\  dwelling  here 
on  the  actions  of  O-car,  as  the  beautiful  Mai-' 
vina,  to  whom  the  book  is  acdressed,  was  in  love 
with  that  hero. 

II  The  war-iong  of  Ullin  varies  from  the  rest 
of  the  poem  in  the  versification.  It  ru«s  down 
like  a  torrent;  and  consists  almost  entirely  of 
epithets.  The  custom  of  encouraging  men  in 
battle  with  extempore  rhymes,  has  been  carried 
down  almost  to  Qur  own  times.  Several  of  these 
war-songs  are  extant,  but  the  most  of  thcr.i  are 
only  a  groupe  of  epithets,  without  beauty  or  tar* 
tcony,  utterly  destitute  of  poetical  raeriu 
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Cf  the  pointed  arms  of  death.  CiitdOWnthefoe;  » 
let  no  white  sail  bound  round  darlt  Inistoie.  Be 
thine  arm  like  thunder,  thine  eyes  like  fire, 
thy  heart  of  solid  rock.  Whirl  round  thy  sword 
ssa  me'cnr  at  night,  and  lift  thy  shield  like  the 
flame  of  death.  Son  of  the  chief  of  generous 
steeds,  cut  down  the  foe.  Destroy."  Theheio's 
heart  beat  high.  But  Swaran  came  with  battle. 
lie  cleft  the  shield  of  Gaul  in  twam  ;  and  the 
sons  of  the  desert  fled.  .    ^  .     . 

Now  Fingal  arose  in  his  might,  and  thnce  he 
reared  his  voice.  Cromla  answered  around,  and 
the  sons  of  the  desert  stood  still.  They  bent 
their  red  faces  to  earth,  ashamed  at  the  presence 
ofFingal.  He  came  like  a  cloud  of  ram  in  the 
davs  of  the  sun,  when  slow  it  rolls  on  the  hill, 
and  fields  expect  the  shower.  S«-aran  beheld 
the  terrible  king  of  Morven,  and  stopped  in  the 
m-dst  of  his  course.  Dark  he  loaned  on  bis 
spear,  rolling  his  red  eyes  around.  Silent  and 
tall  he  seemed  as  an  oak  on  the  banks  of  Lubar, 
which  had  its  branches  blasted  of  ola  by  the 
li"i^tnirc  of  heaven.  It  bends  over  the  stream, 
and  the  "ray  moss  whistles  in  the  wind :  so 
stood  the  V'nR.  Then  slowly  he  retired  to  the 
ri.'sing  heath  of  Lena.  His  thousands  poiJr  around 
the  hero,  'and  the  darkness  of  battle  gathers  on 
the  hill.  .  ^        ■    .,,. 

Finga!,  like  a  beam  from  heaven,  shone  m  the 
midst  ot  his  people.  His  heroes  gather  around 
him,  and  he  sends  forth  the  voice  of  his  power. 
««  Raise  my  standard!  on  high.  Spread  thenj 
on  Lena's  wind,  like  the  flan.es  of  an  hundred 
hills.  Let  them  sound  on  the  v.inds  of  Enn,  and  i 
remind  us  of  the  fight.    Ye  sons  of  the  roaring    | 

■tTh'  imperial  ensign,  which  full  high  advanc'd, 
5uur.c  !r«:c  u  mcleor  streMuin^  to  t^*^  J^'"?- 
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rtreams,  that  pour  from  a  thousand  hills,  be  ne4r 
thekingofMcrven:  attend  to  the  words  of  hi* 
pnwen  Gaul,  strchsest  arm  of  death ;  O  Oscar, 
of  the  future  fights!  Cunnal,  sonof  the  blue  steel 
of  Si'ra .'  Der-.n-a  of  the  dark-hrown  hair!  and 
Ossiaii  king  of  many  songs,  be  near  your  father's 

We  reared  thesun-bsamji  of  battle  :  the  stand- 
ard of  the  king.  Each  hero's  soul  exulted  v.-ith 
lov,  a>,  waving  it  flew  on  the  wind.  It  was 
slndded  with  -old  above,  ?.s  the  blue  wide  shell 
of  the  tiii;htlv  shv.     Each  hero  had  his  standard 


like  br.  V-  ...    .ni,  or  an  half  con- 

through  iis  b'.anLhes,  and  the  nie-.eor  passing  be- 
hind. Let  every  chief  among  the  friends  of  Fin- 
feal  take  a  dark  troop  of  those  that  frown  so  high  ; 
nor  let  a  son  of  the  echoing  groves  bound  on  the 
*f.vesoflnistore." 

«'  Mine,"  said  Gaul,  «  be  the  seven  chiefs  that 
came  from  Lane's  lake."  «  Let  Inistore's  dark 
kinc,"  said  Oscar,  "  come  to  the  sword  of  Os. 
siati's  son."  "  To  mine  the  king  of  Iniscon," 
said  Connal,  "  heart  of  steel  !"  *'  Or  Mudan's 
chief  or  I,"  said  brown-haired  Dermid,  "  shall 
sleep  on  clay-cold  earth."  My  choice,  thoiig& 
now  so  weak  and  dark,  was  T erman's  battling 
king;  I  promised  with  my  hand  to  win  the 
hero's  dark-brown  shield.     <'  Blest  and  victo- 


i;  Finf:3r3  st:'.nnard  was  d^slingushcd  by  the 
name  of  syn-btam  ;  probably  on  account  of  its 
bright-colour,  and  its  fceiiig  studded  with  gold. 
To'beciin  a  b:r.t[e  is  expressed,  in  old  composi- 
flen,  by  liftkig  of  tb?  suzi-beiwi. 
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»i9us  be  mv  chiefs,"  said  Fingn!  of  the  m'Meg^. 
look  ;  "  Swaran  king  of  roaring  waves,  thou  art 
the  dioiie  of  Fingal.'' 

NovTj'.ilcean  hundred  different  winds  that  pour 
thro'  niany  vales  ;  divided,  da: k,  the  sons  of  the 
hill  advance,!,  and  Cromla  echucd  around. 

How  c?.n  1  relate  ihe  deaths  when  we  closed  in 
the  strife  of  our  steel  >.  U  d.-iigl-.ter  of  Toscar ! 
bloody  were  our  hands!  Tis;  gloomv  ranks  of 
LoLhlin  fell  like  the  bunks  of  liie  rOHring  Con?., 
Our  arms  were  victorious  on  Lena;  ea-.h  chief 
fulfilled  his  piomise.  Besidethe  murmarof  Bran- 
no  thftu  didst  often  sit,  O  maid  I  v.henthy  white 
bosom  rose  frequent,  like  the  down  of  the  swan 
when  slow  she  sails  the  lake,  a:.d  sidelonR  winds 
are  blowing.  Tliou  hastseeu  the  sunf  rctircred 
and  slow  behind  his  cloud  ;  nighl  gathering  round 
on  the  mountain,  while  the  untrequent  blastjj 
roared  in  narrowvales.  At  length  therain  beats 
hard  :  and  thunder  rolls  in  peals.  Lightening 
glances  on  the  rocks.  Spirits  ride  on  beams  of  fire. 
And  the  strength   of   the   mountain-slrcamslf 


I  Above  the  rest  the  sun,  who  never  li--, 

IToretels  the  change  of  weather  in  the  skies, 

For  if  he  rise,  unwilling  to  his  race. 

Clouds  on  his  brow,  and  spots  upon  iiis  face, 

Or  if  thro'  mists  he  slioot  his  suilen  beams. 

Frugal  of  light,  in  loose  and  straggling  streams. 

Suspect  a  drisiiug  day.  DRVDEN. 

li  For  ere  the  rising  winds  begin  to  roar. 

The  working  seas  advance  to  wash  the  shore  ; 

Soft  whispers  run  along  the  leafy  vnod. 

And  mountains  wii isUe  to  the  murm'iing  flood. 

DllYDEN. 
If  The  rapid  rains,  descending  from  the  hills. 
To  roUiiis  torrents  tifcll  the  creeping  rills. 
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■me  roaring  down  the  hills.  Such  was  'he 
ioise  of  battle,  mad  of  the  arms  of  snow.  Why 
laughter  of  tJ'.c  hill,  that  tear?  the  maids  of 
^ochlin  Ii've  caussto  weep.  The  people  of  their 
ountry  fell,  for  bloody  was  the  blue  steel  of  the 
ace  of  my  heroes.  But  1  am  sad,  forlorn,  and 
ilind ;  and  bo  more  the  companion  of  heroes. 
Jive,  lovely  mcid,  to  me  thy  tears,  for  I  have 
ecu  the  tombs  of  all  -my  friends. 

*c  was  then  by  Fin^al's  hand  a  hero  fell,  to 
grief.  Gray-haired  he  rolled  in  tlie  dust,  and 
ifted  his  faint  eyes  to  the  king.  "  And  is  it  by 
ne  thou  hast  fallen,"  said  the  son  of  Coirjhal, 
'  thou  friend  of  Agandecca!  I  saw  thy  tears'for 
he  maid  of  my  love  in  the  halls  of  the  b'oody 
itarno.  Thou  hast  been  the  foe  of  the  foes  of 
3iy  love,  and  hast  thou  fallen  by  my  hand? 
■•-■—,  Ullin,  raise  the  grave  of  the  son  of  Ma- 
,  and  giv=  his  name  to  the  sons  of  Agaii- 
iecca ;  for  dear  to  my  soul  hast  thou  been,  thou 
larkly  dwelling  maid  of  Ardven. 

Cuchuliin,  from  the  cave  of  Cromla,  heard  the 

Dise  of  the  troubled  war.  He  ca'ued  to  Connal 
diief  of  swords,  and  Carril  of  other  times.  The 
Sray-haired  heroes  heard  his  voice,  and  took 
;heir  aspen  spears.  They  caire,-and  saw  the  " 
ride  of  battle,  lite  the  crowded  waves  of  the 
;  when  the  dark  wind  blows  from  the  deep, 
iod  rolls  the  billows  through  the  sandy  vale. 

Cuchuliin  kindled  at  the  sight,  and  darkness 
pthered  onhis  brow.    His  hand  is  on  the  sword 

"  ■  ■ ;  fathers:   his  red  rolling  eyes  on  the  foe. 

jrice  attempted  to  rush  to  battle,  and  three 

did  Connal  stop  Wm.  "  Chief  of  the  isle  of 
nist,"  he  said,"  Fingal  subdues  the  foe.  Seek  not 

part  of  the  fame  of  the  king;  himself  is  like  a 
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a\saT  Sfce  a  stream  after  rain,  and  the  noiso  « 
lattle  is  over,  then  be  thy  voice  sweet  in'his  ear 
to  praise  the  king  of  swords.  Give  him  the 
sword  of  Caithbat ;  for  Cuchullin  is  worthy  no 
more  to  lift  the  arms  of  his  fathers. 

"  But,  O  ye  ghosts  of  the  lonely  Cromla  !  yC 
«oii!s  of  the  chiefs  that  are  no  move !  be  ye  the 
companions  of  CuchuUin,  and  talk  to  him  in  the 
cave  of  his  sorrow.  For  never  more  shall  I  be 
renowned  among  the  mighty  in  the  land.  I  am 
like  a  beam  that  has  shone  ;  like  a  mist  that  fled 
away,  when  the  blast  of  the  morning  came,  and 
bri:;htened  the  shaggy  sMe  of  the  hill.  Connal, 
talk  of  arms  no  iiUJre:  departed  is  my  fame.  My 
S'chs  shall  be  on  Cromla's  wind,  till  my  footsteps 
tease  to  be  seen.  And  thou,  white-bosom'd 
Bragela,  mourn  over  the  fall  of  my  fame;  for, 
Vanquished,  I  will  never  return  to  thee,  thou 
stift-beaci  of  Danscaieh)" 


Finsal : 


AN  ANCIENT  EPIC  POEM. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

CiithuUin  and  Coruial  still  remain  on  the  hilt 
Fingal  and  Swaran  meet;  the  combat  is  de- 
scribed. Swaran  is  overcome,  bound  and  de- 
livered over  as  a  prisoner  to  the  care  of  Ossian, 
and  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni ;  Fingal, his  young- 
er sons,  and  Oscar,  still  pursue  the  enemy^. 
The  episorie  of  Orla,  a  chief  of  Lochlin.  whs 
WTis  mortally  wounded  in  the  battle,  is  intro- 
duced. Finpal,  touched  with  the  death  '  f  Orla, 
orders  the  pursuit  to  be  discontinued;  and 
calling  his  sons  together,  he  is  informed  that 
Rvno,  the  younges;  of  them,  wars  killed.  He 
laments  his  death,  her.rs  the  story  of  Lamderg 
and  Gelchossa,  and  returns  towards  the  place 
where  he  had  left  Swaran.  Carril  who  had 
been  sent  by  Cuchi.iUin  to  congratulate  Fingal 
on  his  victory,  comes  in  the  mean  time  to  Os- 
sian. The  conversation  of  the  two  poets  closes 
the  action  of  the  fourth  day. 

BOOK  Vf. 
%J"OW  Connal  on  Cromla's  windy  side,  spoke 
.T      to  the  chief  of  the  noble  car.    Why  that 
loom,  son  of  Semo?  Our  friends  are  the  mighty 
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r«  bsttte.  And  renowned  art  thou,  O  wan-: 
many  were  the  deaths  of  thy  steel.  Often 
Bragela  met  with  b'ue-rollingeyes  of  jjy,  often 
has  stemether  hero,  returning  in  the  midst  o< 
the  valiant;  when  his  swoid  '.via  red  with 
slauRhter,  and  his  foes  silent  in  the  fields  of  the 
tomb.  Pleasant  to  her  ears  were  thy  bards,  when 
thine  actions  rose  in  the  song. 

«  But  behold  the  king  of  Morven !  He  m 
bel(jwlike  a  pillar  of  fire.  His  strength  is  like 
the  stream  of  Lubar,  or  the  wind  of  the  ecl^oir- 
Cromla ;  when  the  bianchy  forests  of  night  ai 
overturned. 

«  Happy  are  thy  people,  O  Fingal,  thine  an 
shall  fight  their  battles !  thou  art  the  first  in  theii 
dangers  ;  the  wisest  in  the  days  of  their  peace 
Thou  speakest  and  thy  thousands  obey;  anc 
armies  tremble  at  the  sound  of  thy  steel.  Hap. 
py  are  thy  people,  Fingal,  chief  of  the  lonely 

"  Who  13  that  so  dark  and  terrible,  coming  ir 
the  thunder  of  his  course ;  who  is  it  but  Star 
no's  son  to  meet  the  king  of  Morven ;   BehoU 


who  still  remained  with  Cuchullin  on  the  sidi 
of  Cromla,  gives  propriety  to  the  praises  oi  Fin 
gal.  The  beginning  of  this  buok,  in  the  original 
is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  parts  of  the  poem 
The  versification  is  regular  and  full,  and  agree 
rery  well  with  the  sedate  character  of  Connal 
No  poet  has  adapted  the  cadence  of  his  vers, 
more  to  the  temper  of  the  speaker,  than  Ossial 
has  done.  It  is  more  than  probable  that  "■ 
•n'hole  poem  was  originallT^esigned  to  be 
to  the  harp,  as  the  versification  is  so  various,  a... 
ao  muih  suited  to  the  different  passions  of  tfc 
bunuB  nund. 
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batt!e  of  the  chiefs:  it  is  like  the  storm  (rf 

ocean,  when  two  spirits  meet  far  di$iant, 

stnd  Contend  for  the  rolling  of  the  wave.    Tho 

bunter  liears  the  noise  on  his  hill ;  and  sees  the 

high  billows  advancing  to  Ardven's  shoi-e." 

Such  were  the  Woids  of  Connal,  when  the 
heroes  met  in  the  midst  of  their  failing  people. 
There  was  the  clang  of  arms  !  there  everv  blow, 
like  the  hundred  hammers  of  the  furnace  ITerri-' 
We  is  the  battle  of  the  kings,  and  horrid  the  look 
of  their  eyes.    Their  dark-brown  shields  are  cleft 
i;.M-»i:i;  and  their  sleel  flies,  broken,  from  their 
:  o.    They  fling  their  weaponsdown.   Each 
0  the  grasp  of  his  foe.     Their  sinewy 
,".  round  each  other:  they  turn  from 
.:,  and  strain  .ind  stretch  their  large 
:;  liinbs  below.    But  when  the  pride  of 
ngth  arose,  they  shi.ok  the  hill  with 
-co;  rocks  tumble  from  their  places  on 
'  green-headed  bushes  are  overturned. 
..  r  ;•  the  strength  of  Swaran  fell ;  and  the 
ing  ui  liie  groves  is  bound. 
1  tus  have  I  seen  on  Coua ;  (bat  Cona  I  be- 
hold no  niore)  thus  hive  I  seen  two  dark  hills 
lenioved  from  their  place  by  the  strength  of  the 


^f  This  passage   resembles  one  in  the  twenty- 
third  Iliad.  ' 
Close  loclc'd  sbovc  their  heads  w.d  arms  arc 

Below  their  planted  feet  a  distance  fixt; 
Now  to  the  grasp  each  manly  btu'.y  bends; 
iTJie  humid  swe^.t  frym  ev'ry  pore  descends  i 
Their  bones  resunnd  with  blows;  sides,  should. 
^  •      ers,  thighs. 

Swell  tij  eash  gripe,  cUld  bloody  tumours  ri^?, 
POPK 
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iursfng  stream.  They  turn  from  side  to  s:<I?.. 
and  tbeir  t^U  oaks  meet  one  auuther  on  nigh 
Then  thev  fall  together  with  all  tneir  rocKs  am 
trees.    The  streams  are  turned  by  their  sides 

*'«  S^.ns  of  the  king  of  Moiven,"  said  the  nobl< 
Fingal,  "  guard  the  khig  ol  Lochlm;  Uu-  h-  - 
strong  as   his  thousand  uavcs.     His  naL 
taught  to  the  batLle,  and  his  race  of  ^h^  lim„ - 
old.    Gaul,  thou  fa  st  oi  my  heroes,  and  .Ossia 

^^ra[-rr fov  h""' grkf  '"But  Osctr?S 
and  Ryno,ye  children  of  the  rate  1  Pursue  tb 
rest  of  Luchlin  over  ihc  healn  ol  Lena ;  that  n 
vessel  ir.av  hereaitcr  bound  on  the  dai k-roUin 


Jng 

Vw.uio    ...„. ,.    — -     - 

roaring  stream  ?  He  cannot  bo 


Jcf^ 


id  spL;;_Le  to  ihe  son 


yet  stately  is  the  thief!  nis  bossy  shield  is  i, 
his  Side ;  and  his  spear  like  the  tree  of  tl.e  deser 
You'h  of  the  dark  brown  hair,  art  thou  ot 


gal's 


son  of  Lochlin,"^  he  cries, 
iy  rrm  in  v,ar.  My  spouse  i: 
:,bat  Orlat  will  never  return. 


f  -Ihc  st.u  y  of  Orla  is  so  beautiful  and  affei  ■ 

«f1t  Ui' the  n'^th  of  Scotland,  who  never  heap. 
ll  M-'ble  more  of  the  poem,  It  varies  the  attit 
aud'awakes  the  attcnlienof  Ue  reader,  wla. 


Or  fights  or  yields  the  heW,"  said  Fingai  of 
he  noble  deeds,  "  foes  do  not  conquer  iu  my 
resence  j  but  my  friends  are  renowned  in  tlie 
all.  Son  of  the  wave,  follow  me ;  partake  the 
sast  of  my  shells ;  pursue  the  deer  of  my  de- 
ert ;  and  be  the  friend  of  Fingai." 

"  "To,"  said  the  hero,  "1  assist  the  feeble: 

.  rength  shall  remain  with  the  weak  in  arms. 
4y  sword  has  been  always  unmatched,  O  war- 
ier :   let  the  king  of  Morven  yield." 

"  I  never  yielded,  Orla  !  Fingai  never  yielded 
nan.  Draw  thy  sword  and  chuse  thy  foe. 
lany  are  my  heroes." 

•«  And  does  the  king  refuse  the  combat?"  said 
irla  of  the  dark-brov.-n  hair.  •«  Fingai  is  « 
latch  for  Orla:  and  he  alone  of  all  his  race- 
ut,  king  of  Morven,  if  1  shall  fall ;  (as  oue 
me  the  warrior  mi.st  die;)  raise  my  tomb  in 
le  midst,  and  let  it  be  the  greatest  on  Lena, 
ind  send,  over  the  dark-blue  wa\e,  theswoid 
f  Orla  to  the  spouse  of  his  love,  that  she  nuvy 
w  it  to  her  son,  M  ith  tears,  to  kindle  his  soul 

■  Son  of  the  mournful  tale,"  said  Fingai, 
■hy  dost  thou  awaken  my  tears!  One  rtay 
__  warriors  must  die,  and  the  children  see  their 
seless  arms  in  the  hall.  But,  Orla,  thy  tomb 
"Irise,  and  thy  white-bosomed  spouse  weep 
■thy  sword." 

They  fought  on  the  heath  of  Lena,  but 
seble  was  the  arm  of  Orla.  The  cword  of  Fin- 
il  descended,  and  cleft  his  shield  in  twain.  It 
1  and  glittered  on  the  ground,  as  the  moon  ou 
s  stream  of  night. 

expected  nothing  but  languor  in  the  condutt 
f  the  poem,  as  the  great  atUoa  was  tiTSt  »  tB6 
■I stcfSwaiaa 
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««  King  of  Momen,"  s^id  the  hero,  "  lift  thi 
sword  and  pierce  my  breast.  Wounded  am 
fai'it  from  battle,  my  friends  have  left  me  hen; 
The  mournful  t;ile  shall  come  to  my  love  oi 
banks  of  the  streansy  Loda ;  when  she  is  ; 
in  the  wood;  and  the  rustling  bld^t  in 
leaves." 

"  No;"  said  the  king  of  Morven,  "I 
never  wound  thee,  Orla.  On  the  banks  of  LodaU 
her  see  thee  escaped  from  the  hands  of  war.  Lt 
thy  gray-haired  father,  who,  perhaps,  is  ^■'"- 
with  ai'e,  hear  tne  sound  of  thy  voice  in  his 
AVith  joy  let  tl.r  hero  ri.-c,and  search  for  h 
with  his  har.cU/'  .        ^.       ,    , 


«>  Oscar  and  FiUan,  my  sous,  ra 
memory  of  Orla.  Here  let  the  dark 
jest,  far  from  tt.e  spouse  of  his  lov 


Oscar,  .;.„  -,....  -;  -^^r  the  heath  of  Le 
Where,  Kii:'^,  r.Vt  thou,  ycung  son  of  ' 
Thou  art  not  wOBt  tp  be  the  last  w 
OiT  fath«.'» 
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Ryno,"  said  UUin  first  of  bards,  «*  is  v.-ith 

.  iwful  forms  of  his  fethers.    With  Trathal 

ting  of  shields,  and  Trenmor  of  the  mighty 

leeds.    The  youth  i-s  low,  the  youth  is  pale,  he 

^'--  on  Lena's  heath." 

And  fell  the  swiftest  in  the  race,"  said  the 
iting,  "the  liist  to  bend  the  bow?  Thou  scarce 
)ast  been  known  to  me  :  why  did  young  Ryno 
'all  ?  But  sleep  ttou  softly  on  Lena,  Fingal  shaU. 
won  behold  thee.  Soon  shill  my  voice  be  heard 
JO  more,  and  my  footsteps  cease  to  be  seen.  The 
mds  will  tell  of  Fingal's  name  ;  the  stones  will 
:alk  of  me.  But,  ityno,  thou  art  low  indeed, 
.hou  hast  not  received  thy  fame.  Ullin,  strike 
:he  harp  for  Ryno ;  tell  what  the  chief  would 
nave  been.  Farewell,  thou  first  in  every  field. 
No  more  shall  I  direct  thy!dart.  Thou  that  hast 
pecnsofair:  I  behold  thee  not.    Farewell." 

Ihe  tear  is  on  the  cheek  of  the  king  ;  for  ten- 
riblc  was  his  son  in  war.  His  son  !  that  waslike 
,m  of  fire  by  night  on  the  hill ;  when  the 
ts  sink  down  in  its  course,  and  the  travel- 
ler trembles  at  the  sound. 

.Vhosc  fame  is  in  that  dark  green  tomb!" 
begun  the  king  of  generous  shells ;  "  four  stones 
"  '  their  heads  of  moss  stand  there ;  and  mark 
lairow  house  of  death.  Near  it  let  my  Ry- 
Mt,  and  be  the  neighbour  of  the  valiant. 
Perhaps  some  chief  of  fame  is  here  to  fly  with. 
on  on  clouds.  O  Ullin,  ra.se  the  songs  of 
'  times.  Bring  to  raejiiory  the  dark  dwellers 
of  the  t  mb.  If  in  the  field  of  the  valiant  they 
never  fled  from  danger,  my  son  shall  rest  with 
them,  far  "rom  his  friends  on  the  heatif  ot  Lena." 
"  Here,"  said  the  mouth  of  the  song,  '«  here 
«st  the  f-rst  of  heroes.    Silent  is  Lamdergf  ia 

)  Lamh-dbearg  $igm&es  'bloody  hand.'  ec>« 
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ihis  tomb,  and  Ulun  king  of  swords.  A  nd  \vli«, 
jott  smiling  trom  her  cloud,  shews  mc  h^r  face 
of  love  !  Why,  daughter,  why  so  pale  ai  . 

first  of  themmds  of  Cromla?  Dost  ihou  sleep 
wirh  the  foes  in  battle,  Gekhossa,  white-bo. 
somed  daughter  of  Tualhal?  Thou  hast  been  the  . 
love  of  thou.-ands,  but  Lair.oeig  was  thy  love. 
Jle  came  to  Selma's  mossy  towers,  ^ud,  sinking 
his  dark  buckler,  sp-ke."—  „  ,  ^^  ,  .  ,^ 

"  Where  is  Gekho=sa,  my  love,  the  daughtei 
f.f  the  noble  Tuathal  ?  I  left  her  in  the  hall  ol 
Selma,  when  1  fought  with  the  gloomy  Ultadda 
Return  soon,  O  Lamderg,  she  said,  for  here  1  atr 
fn  the  midst  of  sorrow.  Her  white  breast  ro 
with  s-Rhs.  Her  cheek  whs  wet  with  ter.rs.  B 
1  see  hS^not  coming  to  meet  me ;  and  to  sootl 
my  soul  after  battle.  S»ent  is  the  hall  of  n 
iov;  I  hear  not  the  voice  of  the  bard.  BranI 
docs  not  shake  his  chains  at  the  gate,  glad  at  tb. 
foming  of  Lamderg.  Where  Ss  Gelchossa,  m' 
iZe,  the  .mild  daughter  of  the  generous  Tea 

*^^'  Lamderc'"  says  Fcrchois  the  son  of  Aidon 
«  C-eSfa'may  le  on  Cromla;  she  an<,  t^ 
naids  of  the  bow  pu/su'ng  the  fly'"g  deer ! 
-      •    •    -''replied  the  chief  of  Cromla, 'r 


cho"a  «  white  legged.'  Tuathal, 'surly.'  U! 
Ldda^'^long-ber.rd.^     Ferchois,  «the  conquert 

"  TB"ar.  is  a  common  name  of  greyhounds  . 
this  ,tev  It  is  a  custom  in  the  north  of  Scotlan; 
J^giVc^ijic  names  of  the  heroes  mentioned  . 
this  poem  to  their  dogs  ;  a  proof  that  they  a. 
familiar  tc  tLe  ear,  :md  tHeir  f»iB«  S^nsial-  ■ 
IkKown. 
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[the  woods  of  Lena.  No  deer  fly  in  my  sight. 
)  panting  dog  pursues.  I  see  iiol  Gelcbossa 
J  love,  tair  as  the  fuil  moon  setting  en  the  hills  - 
Cromla.  Go,  Feichois,  go- to  AHadf,  the  gray 
ired  son  of  the  rotk.  His  dwelUn  is  in  the 
■stones.     Hemay  knowof  Gelchssa." 

son  of  Aidon  went  and  spoke  to  the  ear 

lage.  AUad  :  thou  that  dweUesl  in  the  rock, 
ou  that  tremblcst  alone,  what  saw  thine  eyes 
age?" 

"  \  saw,"  answered  AUad  the  old,  "  Ullin  the 

of  Caiibar.     He  came  like  a  cloud  from 

.  .  a '.a  hctiummedasurlysonglikeablast 

.1;  v.ood.   lie  entered  the  hall  of  Selma. 

,  ,"  he  said,  «  most  dreadful  of  men, 

icldto  Uilin."    "Laniderg,"  replied 

,  "  the  son  of  the  battle  is  not  here. 

.  ■ ;  .dda  mighty  chief.    He  is  not  here, 

-.lien.    But  Lamderg  never  yie'ded. 

.1  Ihesonof  Cairbar." 

•  it  thou,"  said  terrible  Ullin,  "daugh- 

.  qeuerous  Tuathal.    1  carry  thee  to 

;u's  halls.    'J-he  valiant  shall  have   GeU 

bssa.     Three  days  I  remain  on  Crom!a,  to 

tit  that  son  of  battle,  Limderg.    On  the  fourth 

^Ichossa  is  mine,  if  the  mighty  Lamderg  flies." 

F«  AUad!"  said  the  chief  of  Cromla,  "peace 

thy  dreams  in  the  cave.    Ferchois,  sound  the 


t  AUad  is  plainly  a  diuid  ;  he  is  called  the  son 
•'^-  ockjfromtisdwcllii.giu  atave;  and  the 
f  stones  here  mentioned  i-  the  pale  of  the 
uidical  temple.  He  is  here  consulted  as  one 
no  had  a  supernatural  knowlrdge  of  things, 
'cm  the  druids,  no  doubt,  came  the  ridiculous 
kicn  ol'thesecond  sight,  wllicti prevailed iu Its 
ghldiias  dtul  isles. 
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horn  of  Larndcrg,  that  UUwi  may  hear  on  Croi 
la.  Lanideigll,  like  i  roaring  storm,  ascend 
the  hill  from  Selir.a.  He  hummed  a  surly  so 
as  he  went,  like  the  noise  of  a  failing  st">^' 
He  stood  like  a  cl  :ud  on  the  hill,  that  var 
form  to  the  wind  He  rolled  a  stone,  th( 
of  war.  UHin  Iicard  in  Cairbar's  hall.  - 
hero  i  ■     '3  foe,  and  took  his 


"G:':/.:.  ".  saw  the  silent  chief,  as  a  wr- 
of  mist  i^'ccmiing  tl.e  nil.  Sbc  struck  her  w 
and  heaving  breast;  and  silent,  tearful,  fe 
forLamderg.  ^     , ^ 

"  Cairbar,  hoary  chief  of  shells,"    said 
maid  o!  the  tender  ha^-d;  «  Imust  bendlheb 
on  CroiTiia  ;  for  I  sec  the  dark  biown  hin  -■- 

«  She  hnttcd  up  the  hill.    In  vain  '.  the :_ 
heroes  ioi'.ght.    Why  rhould  I  tell  the  king 
Morven    how    wrathful    heroes    fight!    ''=- 
Ullin  fell.     Youns  Lamderg  came  all  pak 
daughter  of  generous  Tuat^..al." 

"  What  blood,  mv  love,"  the  sott  har. 
man  said,  "what  hood  runs  down  m 
rior'sside  !"  "  It  is  Ul:in's  blood,"  the  chief 
Dlied,  "  thou  fairer  than  the  snow  cf  Crow 
Gelchos.^a,  let  me  rest  here  aliule  while."  -: 
Blighty  Lamdcrg  died. 

««  And  sleepest  thou  so  soon  on  earth. 


Ij  The  reader  will  find  this  passage  alt< 
from  whr.t  it  was  irt  the  fragments  of  anc 
poetry.  It  is  delivered  down  very  different^ 
tradition,  and  the  translator  has  chosea  ' 
icsding  whioi  suvours  least  of  bombast. 


101 

!  sbadv  Cromir.  >  Three  days  she  mourned  be. 
de  her  lovs.  The  hunters  found  her  dead, 
•aised  this  tomb  above  the  three.  Thy 
>n,'o  king  of  Morvea,  may  rest  here  with  he- 

And  h  re  my  son  shall  rest,"  said  FinRal, 
e  noise  of  theirfame  iiHs  reached  my  ears.  Fii. 
and  Fergus  !  bring  hither  Or'.a ;  the  pale 
th  of  the  stream  o-  Loda.  N  t  luitviuallcd 
lall  Ryno  lie  in  earth  when  (irla  is  bv  his  side, 
i^eep,  ye  daughters  i>f  Morven  ;  and  yc-  ir.aids  of 
le  streamy  Loda.  Like  a  tree  they  grew  on  the 
■Ms  ;  and  ihey  have  fallen  like  the  oakt  of  the 
sert ;  when  it  lies  across  a  stream,  and  wither* 
the  wind  of  the  m  juntain. 
"Oicar!  thief  of  every  yo;ith !  Ihou  secst 
iw  they  have  fallen.  Be  thou,  like  them,  on 
irth  renowned,  like  them  the  song  of  bards. 
srrible  were  their  fcmis  in  battle  ;  but  calm 
iS  Rvno  in  the  da,  s  of  peace.  He  v.r.s  like  the 
wof'ihe  shower  seen  far  distant  on  the  stream, 
•hen  the  sun  is  setting  on  Mora,  and  silence  on 
le  hill  of  deer.  Rest,  youngest  of  mv  sons, 
rst,  O  Ryno,  on  Lena.  We  "too  sIkiII  be  no 
lOre  ;  for  the  wairior  one  .lay  must  fall  " 
Such  was  thy  grief,  thou  king  of  hills,  whea 
yno  lay  on  earth  Wh;it  must  the  g'  ief  of  Os- 
an  be,  for  thou  thyself  an  gone.  1  hear  not  thy 
stanl  voice  on  Cona.  My  eyes  perceive  thee 
3t.  Often  fori  rn  and  dark  I  sit  at  thy  tomb; 
nd  feel  it  with  my  hands  When  I  think  I 
y  voice ;  it  is  but  the  blast  of  the  desert. 


ilods  to  the  ax,  till  with  a  groaning  sound 
t  sinks  and  spreads  its  honours  on  the  grounj.  - 
POPE. 
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?ingal  has  long  since  fallen  asleep,  the  ruler  ( 

Then'oaul  and  Ossian  sat  with  Swaran  on  U 
soft  green  banks  of  Lubar.  I  touched  the  hai 
to  pkase  the  king.  But  gUiomy  was  his  brov 
He  rolled  his  red  eyes  towards  Lena.    The  hei 

I  lifted  my  eyes  to  Cromla,  and  I  saw  the  so 
of  senerous  acmo.  Sad  and  slow  he  retired  fioi 
his"  hill  towards  the  lonely  cave  of  Tura.  E 
saw  Fin^al  vii-toi  ious,  and  mixed  his  joy  wi! 
grief.  Tlie  sun  is  bright  on  his  armour,  af 
Connal  slowly  followed.  Tliey  sunk  behind  U 
hill  like  two  pillars  of  the  fire  of  ni?ht:  wh« 
winds  pursue  them  over  the  mountain,  andtl 
fiaminB  lie^th  resounds.  B^'^ideastieam  of  roa 
ing  foam  his  cave  is  in  a  rock.  One  tree  bem 
above  it ;  and  the  rushing  winds  echo  against  i 
sides.  Here  rests  the  chief  of  Di.nscaich,  U 
son  of  generous  Semo.  Mis  thouphts  are  on  tl 
battle  he  lost ;  and  the  tear  is  on  his  check,  i 
mourned  the  dcpartureof  his  fame,  that  fledlil 
the  mist  of  Cona.  O  Br?.g.l .,  thou  art  too  f 
remote  t^i  cheer  the  soul  of  the  hero.  But  1 
him  see  thy  bright  form  in  his  soul;  that  h 
thoughts  may  return  to  the  lonely  sun.beam 
Dunscaich. 

Who  comes  with  the  locks  of  age?  It  is  tl 
son  of  song.  Hail,  Ca<-ril  of  otaer  times!  tl 
voice  is  lii;e  the  harp  in  the  hrd's  rf  Tura.  Tf 
words  are  pleasant  as  the  showerthat  fallsontJ 
fields  of  the  sun.  Carril  of  the  times  of  ol 
■why  comest  thou  from  the  son  of  the  genero 

«'  Ossian,  king  of  swords,"  replied  the  bar 
"  thou  best  raisest  the  song.  Long  bast  tht 
been  known  to  Carril,  thou  ruler  of  b;tt  tics.  0 
ten  have  I  touched  the  hsrp  to  lovely  Ersialli 


103 

Thou  too  hast  often  accompanied  sny  voice  i« 
~  no's  hall  of  geneious  shells.  And  often, 
ist  our  voices,  was  heard  the  mildest  Ever- 
lallin.  One  day  she  sung  of  Cormac's  fall,  tlic 
youth  that  died  for  her  love.  I  saw  the  tears 
on  lier  cheek,  and  on  thine,  thou  chietof  men. 
Her  soul  was  touched  for  the  unhappy,  though  she 
loved  him  not.  How  fair  among  a  thousand 
lis  was  the  daughter  of  the  generous  Bran- 
Bring  not,  Carri!,"  I  replied,  "bring  nut 
her  memory  to  my  mind.  My  soul  must  melt 
-"  ■'  e  rememberance.  My  eyes  must  have  their 
.  Pale  in  the  earth  is  she,  the  softly  blusii- 
ing  fair  of  my  love.  But  sit  thou  en  the  heath, 
O  barJ,  and  let  us  hear  thy  voice.  It  is  plea- 
it  as  the  sale  of  spring  that  sighs  on  the  huji- 
ler's  ear  ;  when  he  wakens  from  dreams  of  joy, 
and  has  heard  Uie  suait;  of  lUe  spirits  of  tkc 
kill." 


Fin  gal: 


AN'   ANCIENT  EPIC   FOEM. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 
Night  comes  on.  Fingal  gives  a  feast  tt  his  army, 
at  which  Swaranis  present.  The  king  commands 
tlUinhisbaidtogivc  the  song  of  peace ;  a  cus. 
torn  always  observed  at  tlie  end  of  a  war.  UUin 
relates  the  actions  of  Trennior,great  grandfather 
to  Fingal,  in  Scandinavia,  and  his  marriage  with 
Inibaca,  thedaur;Iiter  of  a  king  ofLochlinw" 

together  with  his  being  brother  to  Agandecca, 
with  whom  Fingal  «-a3  in  love  in  his  youth,' 
induced  thekingto  rele.ise  him,  and  permit  him 

Lochlin,  upon  his  promise  of  never  rc;ur:iiiig 
to  Ireland  in  a  hostile  manner.  The  ■i;c,hL  is 
spent  in  settling  Swaran's  departure,  in  3;.;i'';  uf 
bards,  and  in  3  conversation  in  which  th;  iT-y 
ofGrumal  is  introduced  by  Fingal.  Morning 
comes.  Swarandeparts;  Fingal  goes  on  a  hunt- 
ing party,  and  finding  CuchuUin  in  the  cave  of 
Tura  comforts  him,  and  sets  sai!,  the  next  day, 
for  Scotland  ;  which  concludes  the  poem. 
BOOK   VI. t 

THE  clouds  of  night  come  rolling  down,  and 
rest  on  Cromla's  dark  brown  steep.  The  stars 
of  the  north  arise  over  the  rolling  of  the  waves 
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of  rlliii ;  tl.cy  shew  their  heads  of  fire  tlirousfc 
the  rt  ying  mist  of  heaven.  A  distant  wind  roars 
in  the  wood  ;  b'Jt  silent  and  dark  is  the  pbin  of 
deiilh. 

U  on  the  darkening  Lena  arose  in  my  ears 
uneful  voice  of  Carril.    He  sung  of  the  com- 
panions of  cur  youth,  and  the  days  of  former 

rs  ;  when  we  met  on  the  banks  of  Lego,  and 

t  round  the  joy  of  the  shell.    Cromla,  with 

cloudy  steeps  answered  to  his  voice.    The 

_     stsof  those  he  sung cair.e  in  theruslling  blasts. 

They  ^-ere  seen  to  bend  with  joy  towards  the 

sound  of  their  praise. 

Be  th  soulblest,  O  Carril,  in  the  midst  of  thy 
edd.ing  winds.  O  that  thou  would  come  to  my 
"lul!,  when  I  am  alone  by  nig.*H. !  And  thou  dost 
;ome,  my  friend :  I  hear  often  thy  light  hand 
'u  my  harp,  when  it  hangi  on  the  distant  wall, 
ind  the  feeble  sound  touches  my  ear.  Why  dost 
thou  not  speak  to  me  in  my  grief,  and  teSl  when 
J  shall  behold  my  fr-.e.ids  ?  But  tiiuu  passesta- 
way  in  thy  murmuring  blast :  and  thy  wind 
whistles  through  the  gray  hair  of  Ossian. 

Niwon  the  side  of  Mora  the  heroes  gathered 
to  the  feast.  A  ih.usand  aged  oaks  are  hurning 
to  the  wind.    The  strtag;hf  of  the  shells  gues 


c.-.i:inio:i  i.a  the  halU  of  f  n;,..t     i  he  names  of 
'kolli  areborroweit  from  the  Latin,  which  plainly 


turned  toward  Lena,  aiid  remenibcrcd  that  he 
fell.  "* 

Finga!  leaned  on  the  sh.ield  of  his  fatiiers.  His 
gray  Iccks  slowly  waved  in  the  wind,  and  glit- 
tered to  the  beam  of  night.  He  saw  the  grief  of 
Swaran,  and  spoke  to  the  first  of  bards. 

'Raise,  UUin,  vaise  the  song  of  rerxe,  and 
soothe  my  soul  after  biittle,  that  my  ens-  may  for- 
get the  no.se  of  arms.  And  let  a  hundred  harp4 
be  near  to  gladden  tlie  Icing  of  Lochlin.  He  must 
depart  from  us  with  joy.^None  ever  went  sad 
from  Fingtil.  Oscar  !  the  lightningof  my  sword 
isaganistthc  strong  in  battle;  hut  peaceful  It 
lies  by  my  side  when  warriors  •.  ie'.d  in  n " 

"  Trcninoril,"  said  the  r,:  "* '      - 

"  lived  m  ilie  davs  of  other  j 

over  the  wn%es  of  the  non'- 
s  orrii.    The  hish  rocks  of  ;  ij 

the  hero  through  the  mist;  hebtv,iiul'hi?'v.  iiite. 
b  somed  sails.  Trenmor  pursued  the  b  ;;.r  that 
roared  along  the  wtjodsof  Gormal.  M.^iiy  had 
fled  from  its  presence;  but  the  spear  of  Trenmor 


Jl  'I'renmor  vv..s  great  grandfather  to  Ting 
The  story  is  introduced  to  faciliiaie  the  vMsaj: 
Sio»  «f  Swaran. 
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«•  Thrct  chiefs,  that  beheld  the  deed,  toM  or 
the  mighty  stranger.  They  told  that  he  stoo* 
Ufce  a  pillar  of  fire  in  the  bright  arms  of  his  val- 
our. 'I'he  king  of  Lochlin  prepared  the  feast, 
and  called  the  blooming  Trennior.  Three  days 
he  feasted  at  GDrroal's  windy  towers ;  and  got 
his  choice  in  the  combat. 

"  The  land  of  Lochlin  had  no  hero  that  yield- 
ed not  to  Trenmor.  The  shell  of  joy  went 
round  with  songs  in  praise  of  the  king  of  Mor- 
ven ;  he  that  tame  over  the  waves,  the  first  of 

■■■  ~'   y  when  the  fourth  grey  morn  arose,  the 

.  r.ched  liisship;  and  walking  along  the 

re,  waited  for  the  riifhing  wind.    Foe 

.  .distant  he  heaid  the  blast  murmuring  ia 

"  Covcre-l  over  with  arms  of  steel  a  son  of  the 
woody  Gornial  appeared.  Red  was  his  cheelc 
and  fair  his  hair.  His  skin  like  the  snow  of 
Mor%'en.  Mild  rolled  his  blue  and  smiling  eye 
when  he  spoke  to  the  king  of  swords. 

"  Slay,  Trenmor,  stay  thcu  first  of  men,  thou 
hast  not  conquered  Lonval's  son.  My  sword 
has  often  met  the  brave.  Aad  the  wisesUua 
the  strength  of  my  bow." 

"  Thou  fair-haired  youth,"  Trenmor  replied, 
•'  1  will  not  fight  with  Lonval's  son.  Thine 
a'ln  is  f..-eble,  sun-beam  of  beauty.  Retire  ta 
Goimal's  dark-brown  hinds. 

'•  But  I  will  retire,"  replied  the  youth,  "  with 
the  sword  of  Trenmor ;  and  exult  in  the  sound 
of  my  fame.  The  virgins  shall  gather  wili 
smiles  around  him  who  conquered  Trenmor. 
They  shuli  s  sh  witii  the  sighs  of  love,  and  ad- 
mire the  length  of  thy  spear  ;■"  when  I  shall  carry 
it  among  ihousands,  and  lift  the  glittering  point 
to  the  sun." 

*'  Xhou  Shalt  never  carry  my  spear,"  said  the 
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aajry  k'ni'  of  Morvsn.  "  Thy  mother  sfxaU  find 
thee  pale  on  the  shoie  of  the  echoing  Gorm;ii  ; 
and  looking  over  the  dark-'jlee  deep,  see  the  sails 
«f  him  that  slew  her  son.'" 

"  i  will  not  LifL  the  spear,"  replied  the  yovith, 

"  my  arm  is  not  strong" with  years.      But  with 

t'le  fcr-.thr/f  i  ciirt  I  ii:;vi;  learned  to  pieice  a 

■    '-    '  -  '  '  --■-  r  ■  . -.  that  hcivy  mail  of 

:  ■  .fl  al!  over.     1  fi.-st 


The  spear  dropt  from  the  hi.'i. '        ,  :  .     i . 
beat  his  red  cheek  to  the  gr.^i:-. 
her  like  a  beam  of  light  thn*  '   .     =  : :         '      .; 
the  cave,  when  they  revisit  the  fields  oi  the  j'.ri, 
and  bend  their  adiing  e\  es. 
"Chief  of  the  windy  Mirven,"  tscRjii  the 


••ir  f;-c> 


and  Shi' 


veofCo.-la.     Foi 
■en,  is  terrible  tc 

ly  fathers.     I  will 
;h  he  shakes  ten 


^fiy  f^^^m'u:;' 

titousand  spears." 

Three  davs  he  waited  on  the  shore ;   and  ser 
his  'niir  h1.-o;.  '.     He  called  Corla  to  battle  fiui 


ochhn  I 


He 
dgavc  their. 


'        lir,"  sa'd  Fitigal,  "  th;  bl( 
IS  i  1    h'-  :..■.•.'  of  thy  foe.    Our  famiUes  r 
)atlte,  becati.s:  they  loved  the  strife  of  stie...... 

often  d  d  they  feast  in  the  hall,  and  send 
ni  he  jovsftiieslieU.    Let  ihy  face  brit;h-  - 


Trith  gladness,  and  thine  ear  delight  in  the  harp. 
Drcauiul  as  tue  storm  of  thine  otCiii  thou  hast 
pou!-.-<i  Ihy  valour  torth.  Ihy  voice  has  been 
like  the  v  lice  of  tl;ousa:i{ls  when  they  cngiig:  in 
bat  lo.  Raise,  tu-niortow,  thy  white  sai  s  tu 
the  winil,  thou  brother  of  Agandecca.  Briglit  as 
the  beam  of  noon  jshe  c:;n\es  on  ray  mournful 
«oai .  J  sau-  tliy  tears  fr^r  the  fair  one,  and  spar- 
C(i  tiice  .;i  tliC  iialis  of  btaino;  when  my  swotd 
was  rcJ  -vth  si::ug:.rsr,  and  my  eye  full  of  teirs 
forth^  n.  i.!.  O-d  stlh-ia  chusetbc  fight?  Tiia 
coii*at  ^M.:i.:!  thv  faU.;r  s  ^nv-  to  Trenmoris 
thine:  1...  :..  _.'.  -  .,  ^  .  rt  :  .i:u«-.n;d  Ufce 
yies:,p.  ,.    •. 

''  k:;i,-    ,  .  .     .     /•     : ;  i.e chief 

Ight V-t  >  :i_ .-,  >;  /'  i  _. '.,. , ;:  - ^ :  uJ'eTis^^ 

there  n  the  i-ills  of  <,z^.nu>,  and   f.v.    were  thy 

jfc<;rs  bcj  (ind  my  ov.-n.  When  shall  I,  said  I  tonsy 

soul,  liit  the  Si>e3r  lik.e  the  noble  t'ii-gal?  We 

"  -    ■  f :  iglit  heretofore,  O  warrior,  on  the  side  of 

iii'i'n^i'  Malmor;  after  my  waves  had  carried 

...  ■  lialis,  and    the  feast  of  a  thousand 

.-spread.    Let  the  "oai  ds  send  his  fame 

.   r.-iuic  to  future  years,  for  noble  was  the 

*•  ijii  !i.i.ny  of  theships  of  Lochiin  have  lost 
their  yoa.hs  on  Lena,  fake  th.".>c,  thuu- ting- 
of  .NL)f  veil,  and  be  the  f  icnd  of  Swaran:  And 
when  th    sons  sball  come  to  the  mossy  to'wers 

of  G.;riiii.l,  the  feast  of  .=iijiis.;;..iilbespi-eaU,  and 

1      .  '     .     ,,  -  Ui.     Rise 

i.-.  ...  .  .  ■_-■.'.:-',  .:.  .  ...  :.r>i<.f Agan- 
decca ^;,rc-id  Ihy  V  -^iic  .a-l.  (;.  ti.e  h^^u^  of. 
the  morning,  aiMi  return  lo  the  ethwng  bilUuf 
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«  Blest  be  fur  soul,  thou  king  of  shells,''  saU 

■^••napu'-  the  .V-^--biov.  11  shield.    «  In  peace     \ 
r  ■■'"■  ."  :      ,     tn  war  the  moun- 

'  :.  id  in  friendship, 
,  ut  thy  t.-irds  moura 

r'l.sy  stones  of  their 
i^'uQ  '  V''-'  I  ■  l-i'^-cn  c  t  the  north  hereafter' 
niayiehoidthe  place  wtierc  their  fathers  fought. 
And  some  hunter  may  say,  when  he  leans  on  »- 
mossy  tomb,  here  Fin:.-.!  and  Swu:an  fough  . 
the  here-*  ..r  ,,H-,->  ■  \  ei-  _.     i  h'ls  i.t-realter  shall 


hesj 


«  to- 

d,^  ol 

.  I  he  heath 


..5s  away 
.:-  rield,^  of 


night  pass  av.ay  uu  V^i  sound,  and  morning 

"^^Weiwie  ihe  sons  to  the  king?,  and  an  hun- 
ared  harps  .ccun..ani^^c.rvoic.    The  tacxo^ 


calm  and  broad  in  the  inldst  of  the  skV- 

It  \v?.s  then  tliat  Fsn-al  spoke  ui  Cairil  the 
chief  of  other  tinies.  ".'^^'V''''-- 'f/hlfp",P 
Semo;  the  king  of  thcisie  of  mist 'has  he  re- 
tired  like  the  meteor  of  death,  to  the  dreary  cave 

''^'^CachuUin,"  said  Carril  of  other  times,  "  lies 
in  the  dreary  cave>of  Tura.  H.s  hand  is  on  the 
sword  of  his  strength.  Kis  thoughts  on  the 
battle  whicU  he  lost.  Mournful  is  tne  king  o 
spears  -,  for  hs  Iws  often  been  victorious,    m 
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ie'iui.:  tliC  sword  of  his  war  to  rest  on  the  side  if 
[■JFin^.  For,  like  the  storm  ot  the  dese.  t,  thou 
■hast  scattered  all  his  toes.  Take,  O  Fingal,  the 
sword  of  the  hero ;  for  his  fame  is  departed  like 
mist  when  it  flies  before  the  rustling  wind  of  the 
vale." 

"  No,"  replied  the  king,  "Fingal shall  never 
take  his  sword.  His  arm  is  mighty  in  war  ;  his 
■fame  shall  never  fail.  Many  have  been  over- 
come in  battle,  that  have  shone  afterwards  like 
the  sun  of  heaven. 

^'  O  S.',a;j  ■.,  king  of  the  resounding  woods, 
,i  ;iv,-ay.  The  vanquished,  if 
vjvl  ;  they  are  like  the  svu  -n 
'.=s  his  face  imhe  south,  but 
...llso;  grass. 
.  .^1  :;■  :.i  Cnn.      lie  fo'-i-t 


1  pi.v.xr. 

t      "  Fierce  was  the  battle  of  the  heroes,  for  the 

I  imid  of  the  breast  of  snow.    The  fame  of  the 

f  dp.ughter  of  Craca  had  reached  Grumal  at  the 

'  fr— rs  of  Cona;  he  vowed  to  have  the  white- 

b        ■    .'.   maid,  or  die  on  the  cchoingr Craca: 

CA-;s  they  strove  together,  and  Grumal 

r'  jrth  was  bound. 

••  L  .•  Ironi  his  friends  they  placed  him  in  the 

j    lior.-:ici ' '-- 

theghus 


■  t  Tl'-is  passage  alludes  to  the  religion  of  the 
■kingof  Craca.  See  a  note  ou  a  siffiilai  subject 
4a  tb«  Uiird  book, 
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Him-  faar     B  i''  af  erwards  he  s'lcn^.  like  a  v  a- 
of  theUghlol  heaNen     Th»^  fell  b>  h  s  n  i^x  f 
hand,  aid  Oiuma  had  his  lame 
''  R.i=e,  >e  b^rd.  of  Pther^time-^,  ri^=e  1^  -h 

on^^'^l'%n'c  /aiid  the  nund  of  svrara  i  ci.aoi,  to 
Nhcy  U>  m  Ihe  heath  of  Mora  th  ^ark 
«.ndsmst'edov»  tic  heroes  A  hu  'i;;^-'''^ 
Btonct  arose,  ah  id.  cd  harp  were,  J  g  ll^ey 
s  in    or  other  t  n\^=,  and  tne  m  th  >   tricu 


Ilf5 

One  dee;-  felt  at  the  tomb  of  Ryno ;  and  the 

gricl  of  Fingal  returned.     He  saw  how  peaceful 

lay  the  stone  of  him  who  was  the  first  at  the 

chase.    "  No  more  sh  It  thou  rise,  O  my  son, 

'-  partake  of  the  feast  of  Cromla.  Soon  will  thy 

tnbbe  hid,  and  the  grass  grow  rank  on  thy 

ave.    The  s  )n3  of  the  feeble  shall  pass  over 

,and  shall  not  know  tlial  the  mighty  lie  there. 

"  Oioi.m  and  F.llan,  sons  of  my  strength,  and 

Gaul  king  of  the  blue  swords  if  war,  lei  us  as. 

cend  the  hill  to  the  cave  of  Tura,  and  find  the 

Chief  of  tlie  battles  of  Erin.     Are  lliese  the  «  ails 

of  Turi  ?  grey  and  lonely  they  ri.se  on  the  heath. 

The  king  of  shells  is  sad,  and  the  halls  are  de- 

S6late.    Come,  let  us  fir.d  the  king  of  swords, 

and  g  ve  him  ail  our  joy.     But  is4Jiat  Cuchullin, 

O  Fillaii,  or  a  pillar  of  smoke  on  the  heath  f  The 

■    ■  ofCrofnla  is  on  my  eyes,  and  I  distinguisb 

'ing-jl!"replied  the  youth,"  it  is  the  son 
of  Semo.    Gloomy  and  sad  is  the  hero ;  his  hand 

h's  sword.  Hail  to  the  son  of  battle,  br»;akor 

le  shields!" 

*'  Hail  to  thee  1"  replied  Cuchullin,  "  h-.il  to 
all  the  sons  of  Morvcn  '.  Delightful  is  thy  pre. 
sence,  O  Fing:;! :  it  is  li!-.e  the  S'jn  on  Croinla  ; 
when  the  hi'^'errii'inrrs  hi;  absiince  for  a  se:i- 

and   i-       r.i'i,   ■  _-:i  ihe   clouds.     Thy 
sons  are  '  'r  ■  i  '   th';  cvmrs*,  and 

giveiig''.  ■;.;  thus  ihou  hast 


it  Thi  3  is  the  only  passage  in  the  poem ,  where- 
io  thew.u-s';f  FingaUgainst  the  Romans  are 
^uded  to ,  The  Roman  emperor  is  distinguished 
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"  Many  are  thy  words,  CuchuUin,"  said  Cob 
nanll  of  small  renown.  "  Thy  words  are  many 
son  of  Semt),  but  where  are  thy  deeds  in  arms 
Why  did  we  come  over  the  otean  to  aid  thy  fee 
ble  sword  >  Thou  flyest  to  thy  cave  of  soi 
and  Connan  fights  thy  battles  :  Resign  t 
these  arms  of  light;  yield  them,  thou  st 

"  No  hero,"  replied  the  chief,  "  ever  sough 
the  arms  of  Cuchullin  ;  and  had  a  thousand  he 
roes  sought  them  it  were  in  vain,  thou  gloo 
youth.    I  fled  not  to  the  cave  of  sorrow,  as  I 
as  Erin's  warriors  lived." 

«'  Youth  of  the  feeble  arm,"  said  Fingal 
«  Connan,  say  no  more.  Cuchullin  is  renowne 
in  baMle,  and  terrible  over  the  desert.  Oftci 
have  I  neaid  thy  fame,  thou  stormy  chief  ( 
Innis-iail.  Spreiid  now  thy  white  sails  for  tb 
isle  of  mist,  and  sec  BrageU  leaning  on  her  roc! 
Her  tender  eye  is  in  tears,  and  the  winds  li 
her  long  hair  from  her  heaving  breast.  She  lisi 
ens  to  the  winds  of  night  to  hear  the  voice  of  th' 
rowersTf ,  to  hear  the  song  of  the  sea,  and  th< 
sound  of  thy  distant  harp." 


II  Connan  was  of  the  family  of  Morni.  He  i: 
mentioned  in  several  o'.her  poems,  and  alway 
appears  with  the  same  character.  The  poe 
passed  him  over  in  silence  till  now,  and  bis  be 
haviour  here  deserves  no  better  usage. 

If  The  practice  of  singing  when  iheyro 
universal  among  the  .inhabitants  of  the  north, 
west  coast  of  Scotland  and  the  isles.  It  deceives 
Uoiej  and  iuspircs  the  tQwers. 
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"  And  long  shall  she  listen  in  \-ain;  Cuchul- 
lin  shall  never  return.  How  can  I  behold  Bra- 
gela  to  raise  the  sigh  of  her  breast  >  Fingal,  I  was 
always  vie  orious  in  the  battles  of  other  spears." 
V  And  I.ereafter  thou  shalt  be  victorious," 
said  Fingal  king  of  shells.  «  1  he  fame  of  Cu- 
chullin  sLall  grow  like  the  branchy  tree  of 
Cronila.  M  ny  biitt'es  ^wait  thee,  O  chief,  and 
many  shall  be  the  wour.iis  .-f  thy  hand.  Bring 
hitner,  Osc::r,  the  deer,  and  prepare  '.he  feast  of 
shells;  that  •  u  •  souls  may  rejoice  after  danger, 
and  our  tricndj  delight  in  our  presence." 

We  sat,  we  feasted,  and  we  sung.  'ITiesoulof  ■ 
Cuchullin  rose.  The  strength  of  his  arm  re- 
turned ;  and  gladness  brightened  on  his  face. 
Ullin  gave  the  song,  and  Carril  raised  the  voice. 
I  often  joined  the  bards,  and  sung  of  battles  of 
the  spear.  Battles  !  where  I  often  fought :  but 
now  T  fight  no  more.  The  fame  of  my  former 
actions  is  ceased  ;  and  I  sit  forlorn  at  the  tombs 
of  my  friends. 

T;\U3  they  passed  the  night  in  the  song;  and 
brought  back  the  morraiig  with  jcy.  Fingal 
arose  on  the  heath,  and  shook  his  glittering  spear. 
He  moved  first  toward  the  plains  of  Lena,  and 
we  followed  like  a  ridge  of  fire.  "  Spre-d  ths 
sail,"  said  the  king  of  Morven,  "  and  catch  the 
winds  that  pour  from  Lena."  We  rose  on  the 
w  vc  with  songs,  and  rusted,  with  joy,  throush 
the  foam  of  the  oceaa. 


Comal  a: 

A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 

THE   ARGUMENT. 

Th'.!  poem  is  valuable  on  account  of  the  light  it 
:'^  vs  on  the  antiquity  of  Ossian's  corapo. 
f     'IS.     The  Caracal  mentioned  here,  is  the 

.,  .;  vithCaracalla  the  son  of  Serverus,  who 

1  ,  n  =  L  the  Calodon.ic'.ns.  Th2  variety  of  the 
measure  shew  that  the  poem  was  oriRinally 
ac  til  music,  and  perhaps  presented  before 
the  chefs  upon  solemn  occasions.  T'auition' 
has  handed  d  wn  the  story  more  complete 
than  it  is  in  the  poem.  "  ComaVt,  the  daugh- 
ter of  Sarno  king  of  Inistore  or  Orkney  isl- 
ands, fell  in  love  with  Fingil  the  son  of  Com- 
hal  at  a  feast,  to  which  her  father  had  invited 
him,  (Fiii!rtl,  B.  III.)  upon  his  return  from 
Lochlui.afier  the  death  of  Agandecca.  Her 
n  .ssMin  was  so  vioie-it,  lh.at  she  fol'owed  him, 
[■i-uiscd  :'.ke  r.  ^oulh,  who  wanted  to  be  eni- 
nl.ne,'  -r.  hii  H-'-s.  t-h-.;  was  snon  discovered 
[.V  lii.iai:  'U  ti-.e  S'.n  if  Lamor,  one  of  Fingal's 
heroes,  whose  bneshe  liads'.ighted  some  time 
bjfore.  Her  romantic  passion  and  beauty  re- 
commendedvher  so  much  to  the  King,  that  he 
bad  re»olved  to  make  her  his  wite;  whc« 
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neirs  was  b  ought  him  of  Carnciil's  expeditii.a. 
He  marched  to  stoy  the  progress  of  the  ene- 
my,  ami  Cumala  a-^tendert  hini.  He  left  her 
on  a  hiU,  within  sight  of  Caracul's  ar  I'y,  when 
he  himself  vent  to  battle,  having  pre\  iously 
promised,  ifhesurS'ived,  to  return  that  night." 
1  he  seq .  cl  of  the  story  may  be  gathered  from 
the  puem  itself. 

THE    PERSONS. 

PING'L.  MELILCOMA.    "J  daughters  oF 

HIL'.VLLAN.     DERsAGllElN'A.j    Morni. 
COMrtL.i.         BARDS. 


DERSAGRENA. 

THE  chase  is  ever.  No  roise  on  Ardven  but 
llie  torrent's  roar!  Daughter  of  Moini, 
come  frum  Ciona's  banks.  Lay  down  the  bovv- 
and  take  the  hup.  Le;  -he  nijht  come  on  with 
ings,  and  our  j  y  1  ;     v  n. 

t  ME  LIE.     A.'  tl.oublue- 

i-ed  maid,  giey  n  ,.e  plain, 

sav.-adeer  at  C.  .     .   :   ..ssy  banli 

e  seeii:edthrou<;h  (    _  ,,         ,  .iicbf'und. 

1  av.'uy.  A  niet£  r  ;1.-".  .'  "cn.d  his  branchy 
brr.s  ;  and  the  awfui  faces  of  other  times  look. 
1  from  •  he  clouds  of  Crona. 
,  li  DEKSA.  T.'ieseaie  the  signs  of  FIngal's 
death.  1  he  king  of  shields  is  tallc-n!  and  Ca- 
raciil  prevails.    Rise,  Comala^,  from  thy  rocks  } 


i  Melilcoma,  *  soft -rolling  eye.' 
II  Dersagrena,  «  the  brightness  of  a  sun-beara. 
-   If  Cur.iala,  « the  maid  of  the  pleasaut  br«w , ' 


/ 
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daughter  of  Sarno,  rise  in  tears.    TI.e  yf 'itli  o< 
thy  love  is  low,  and  his  ghost  is  already  cii 
bills. 

MELTL.  There  Cranaia  sits  forlorn !  i 
prey  dogs,  near,  shake  their  rcuRh  ears,  and  catch 
the  fl>  ing  breeze.  Her  red  cheek  rests  on  hei 
arm,  and  the  mountain  wind  is  in  her  hair.  Shr 
turns  her  blue-rolling  eyes  towards  the  field  o 
his  promise.  Where  art  thou,  O  Fingal,  for  thi 
night  is  gaihering  around  ! 

COMaLA.  O  Carun*  of  the  streams!  wh^ 
do  I  bthold  thy  waters  rolling  in  biocd  i  Has  thi 
Jioise  of  the  battle  been  heard'on  thy  banks ;  a:--' 
sleeps  the  king  of  Morven  >.  Rise,  moon,  th 
daughter  of  the  sky !  look  from  between  thy 
clouds,  th?.t  I  may  behold  the  light  of  his  steel; ' 
on  the  field  of  his  premise.  Or  rather  le.t  the 
meteor,  that  lights  eur  departed  fathers  through 
the  night,  come  with  its  red  light  to  shew  m- 
Ihe  way  to  my  fallen  hero.  Who  will  defend  m 
from  sorrow  !  Who  from  the  love  of  Hidallan  ■ 
Long  shall  Comala  look  before  she  can  beholc 
Fingal  in  the  midst  of  his  host ;  bright  as  tht 
!>eam  of  the  morning  in  the  cloud  of  an  earl^ 

f  HIDAL.  Roll,  thou  mist  of  gloomy  Crona. 


*  Carun,  or  Cra'on,  '  a  winding  river,'  Thi, 
river  retains  still  the  nameof  Carron,  and  fall- 
into  the  Forth  some  miles  to  the  north  cf  Fal.l 
kirk. 

t  Hidallan  was  sent  by  Fingal  to  give  notice  t< 
Comala  of  his  return  ;  he,  to  revenge  himself  on 
her  for  slighting  his  love  sometime  before,  toUi 
her  that  the  king  was  killed  in  battle.  He  even 
pretended  that  he  carried  his  body  from  the  field  i 
to  be  buried  in  her  presence ;  and  this  circum- 1 
stances  makes  it  probi.bie  Ui^t  the  poem  was  pri-J 
stnted  of  old. 
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1  on  iJie  path  of  the  hunter.    Hide'h's  stepi 

<m  mine  eyes,  and  let  me  remember  my  friend 

e.     The  bands  of  battle  are  scattered,  and 

vding  steps  are  round  tlie  noise  of  his 

fcl.    O  Carun,  roll  thy  streams  of  blood,  for 

s  chief  of  the  people  fell. 

COM  >LA,  Who  fellon  Carun'sgrassy  bank?, 

oi  the  cloudy  night?   \Vas  he  white  as  the 

ir  of  Ardven?    Blooming  as  the  bow  of  the 

ver  >  Was  his  hair  like  the  mist  of  the  hill, 

and  curling  in  the  day  of  the  sun  ?    Was  he 

the  thunder  of  heaven  iu  battle?   Fleet  as 

roe  of  the  desert  >. 

HIDAL.    O  that  I  might  behold  his  love,  fair- 

ig  from  her  rock !     Her  red  eye  dim  in 

,    and  her  blushing  cheek  half  hid   in  her 

ks !    Blow,  tliou  gentle  breeze,  and  lift  the 

avy  locks  of  the  maid,  that  1  may  behold  her 

bite  ami,  and  imelv  cheek  of  her  sorrow  ! 

COMALA.     And  is  the  son  of  Comhal  fal- 

chief  if  the  mournful  tale  ?  The  thunder 

on  the  hill!  'I'hc  lightning  fties  on  wings 

-e  !    But  they  frigntsn  not  Comala ;  for  her 

jal  fell.     Sav,  chief  of  the  mournful  tale, 

U  the  breaker  of  shields? 

HIDAL.    The  nations  are  scattered  on  their 

ur  they  shall  hear  the  voice  of  the  chief 

COMALA.  Con'usion  pursue  thee  over  thy 
ains;  and  destruction  overtake  thee,  thou  king 
'  the  world.  Few  be  thy  steps  to  thy  grave; 
id  let  one  virgin  mourn  thee.  Let  hec  be,  like 
omala,  teariul  in  the  days  of  her  youth.  AVhy 
»st  thou  told  me,  Hidallan,  that  my  hero  fell  ? 
might  have  hoped  a  little  whiH  his  retutn,  and 
—e  thought  I  saw  him  on  the  distant  rock ;  a 

i  might  have  deceived  me  with  his  appear. 

B  j  and  the  wind  of  the  hill  been  the  sound  of 
bcrn  in  mine  ear.    Q  thU  I  wer$  oa  tlte 
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baiifcs  of  Carun !  that  my  tears  iright  be  T»'artn 
his  check  ! 

HIDAL.  He  lies  net  on  the  bnr.ks  of  Caru 
on  Ardven,  heroes  raise  his  tomb.  Look 
them.  O  moon,  /rem  tdy  clouds;  be  thy  be; 
bright  on  I'is  breast,  that  Comala  may  beh< 
him  in  the  light  of  his  armour. 

COMAl.A.  Stop,  \e  sons  of  the  grave,  1 
1  behold  my  love.  He  left  me  at  the  chase alor 
I  knew  not  that  he  went  to  war.  He  said 
would  return  with  the  night  ;  and  the  king 
Mor\en  is  ni^t  returned!  Why  didst  thoi"  - 
tell  me  thai  he  \v,)uld  fall,  O  trembling  s 
the  rock*  ?  Tliou  hast  seen  him  in  the  blood 
his  youth,  but  thou  didst  not  tell  Comala. 

MELIL.     What  sound  is  that  en  Ardve 
Who  is  that  bright  in  the  vale  >  Who  com 
llie  strength  of  rivers,  when  their  crowdi 

COMAL.'V.  Who  is  it  but  the  foe  of  Coma 
the  son  of  the  king  of  the  world  !  Ghost  of  r. 
gal  !  do  thou,  from  thy  cloud,  direct  Comal 
bow.  Let  him  fall  like  the  hart  of  the  ^— 
at  is  Fingal  in  the  crowd  of  his  ghosts ! 
dost  thou  come,  my  love,  to  frighten  and  pip 

FINGAL.     Raise,   ve  bards  of  the  song,  ( 
•wars  of  the   strcaniv  Carun.     Caracul  has  f 
from  my  arms  along'the  fields  of  his  pride, 
sets  far  distant  likea  meteor  that  incloses  aspi 


*  By  the  son  of  the  rock  she  means  a  dru 
It  is  probable  that  some  of  the  order  of  the  dru 
remained  as  late  as  ihebegmning  of  the  reign 
F.ngal;  andthnt  Comala  had  consulted  o  - 
them  conccrn'r.2  the  tveut  ff  the  war 
Caracul. 
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night,  when  the  winds  dri  re  it  over  the  heMi, 
■'  the  dark  woods  are  gleaming  arou'.id.  I 
rd  a  voice  like  the  breeze  of  my  hills.  Is  it 
e  huntress  of  Galmal,  the  white-handed  daugh- 
r  of  Sarno  !  Look  from  thy  recks,  my«love  ; 
id  let  me  hear  the  vo-.ce  of  Comala. 
iCOMALA.  Tai:c  me  to  the  cave  of  thy  rest, 
lovely  son  of  dcdih  ! 

FINGAL.  Come  to  the  cave  of  my  rest.  The 
—  is  o\-er,  and  the  sun  is  on  our  fields. 
:o  the  cave  of  my  rest,  huntress  of  echo> 
ig  Con  a. 

COMALA.  He  is  returned  with  his  fame  ;  I 
;el  the  right  hand  of  h  s  battles.  Bui  I  must 
St  beside  the  rock  till  my  soul  settle  from  tear. 
3t  the  harp  be  near;  and  raise  the  song,  ye 
lughters  of  Morni. 

DERSA.  Comala  has  sl?."n  three  deer  on  Ard. 

and  the  Jire  ascends  on  the  luck  ^go  to  the 

^     of  Comala,  king  of  the  woodv  Morven  ! 

FINGAL    Raise,  \e  so.is  of  song,  the  wars  of 

le  streamy  CArun;  that  my  white-handed  tnaid 

ay  rejoice ;  -vhile  I  behold  the  feast  of  niy  luvc. 

BARDS.   KjU,  streamy  Carun,  roll  in  jtjy,  the 

in  s  of  batl!  e  fled.    The  steed  is  not  seen  on  our 

:lds  ;  and  the  wings^  of  their  pride  spread  iu 

ither  lands.    The  sun  will  now  rise  in,  ptace, 

■*—- '  the  shadows  descend  in  jnv.    The  voice  of 

chase  will  be  heard;  and  the  shields  ban;;  in 

hr.U.    Oar  del=g'.it  will  be  in  the  war  of  the 

an,   arJ    our  hands  be  red  iu  the  blood  uf 

Lochlin.     Roll,  streamy  Carun,  roll  in  joy  ;  the 

teons  1^1  hattle  fled. 

I  MELIL.  Descend,  ye  light  mists  from  high^ 
ye  moon-beams,  lift  her  soul.  J^e  lies  tke 
maid  at  the  rock!  Comala  is  no  snore ! 

f. ■ 

^  Perliaps  the  pc«t  alludes  vt  tbc  Roman  p^ 
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yiNGAL.    Is  the  daughter  of  Sarno  des 
the  white-bosomed  maid  of  my  love  ;  Meet 
Coniala,  on  my  heaths,  when  I  sit  alone  at  i 

HIDAL.  Ccr.sed  the  voice  of  the  huntress 
Galmal  >.  Why  did  I  trouble  the  soul  of  i 
maid  ;  When  shall  I  see  thee,  with  joy,  in  i 
thase  of  the  dark-brow  n  hinds  i 

FINGAL.  youth  of  the  gloomy  brow ; 
more  Shalt  thou  feast  iil  my  halls.  Thou  sh 
not  pursue  my  chase,  and  my  foes  shall  not ; 
by  thy  swordf.  Lead  me  to  the  p'.ace  of  1 
rest  that  I  may  benold  her  beauty,  rale  she  1 
at  the  roclc,  and  the  cold  winds  lift  her  h; 
Her  bow-string  sounds  in  the  bl.-«t,  and  her 
row  was  broken  in  her  fall.  Raise  the  praise 
the  daughter  of  Sarno,  and  give  her  name  to  t 
■wind  of  the  hills. 

BARDS.  See!  meteors  roll  around  the  mai 
and  moon-beams  lift  her  soul!  Around  ber,  fn 
their  clouds,  btnd  the  awful  iaces  of  her  fathe. 
Sarnolj  of  the  gloomy  brow  ;  and  the  red-roUi 
cyesof  Fidallan.  When  shall  thy  white  ha 
arise,  and  thy  voice  be  heard  on  our  nicks  ?  T 
maids  sh-.iU  seek  thee  on  the  heath, but  they  w 
not  find  thee.  Thou  shalt  come,  at  times, 
their  dreams,  acdse'.tle  peace  in  their  soul.  T 
TOice  shall  rem;:in  in  their  ears,  and  they  sh 
think  w  ith  joy  on  thedreair.s  of  their  rest.  W 
teors  roll  around  the  maid,  and  moon-beams  1 
her  soul! 


t  The  sequel  of  the  story  of  Hidallan  is 
luced,  us  an  episode,  in  the  poem  which 
liatcly  fulicws  in  this  collection. 

Ii  Sill  no  the  father  of  Comala  died  soo  .  _ 
fhe  flight  of  his  dnughter.  Fidall»u  was  the  fil 
itins  ttim  reJsnsd  ia  Ittistcie, 


JFar  of  Caros : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


I  the  year  284J  and,  seizing  on  Britain,  de- 
feated the  empeior  Maximiniaii  Herculius  in 
several  naval  ensagements,  which  gives  pro- 
priety to  hi^  b','i::g  cailed  in  this  poem  tbeking 
of  ships.  Us  repaired  Agritola's  wall,  in  order 
to  obstruct  the  incursions  cf  the  Caledonians ; 
and  v.'hen  he  was  employed  in  that  work,  it 
appeals  he  was  attacked  by  r.  parry  under  the 
command  of  Oscar  the  soa  of  Ossian.  This 
battle  is  the  foundation  of  the  pre-ent  poem, 
which  is  addressed  to  Malvina  the  daughier  of 

BRING,  dapphter  of  To^car,  bring  the  harp  ; 
the  Uf-ht  of  the  song  rises  in  Cs^inn's  soul. 
it  is  like  the  fieid,  when  darkness  covers  the 
lil's  around,  and  the  sbadotr  groM3  slowly  «n 
ttc  plain  yj  the  sun. 
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I  behold  my  son,  O  Malvina,  neer  the  r 
rock  of  Croiiaf.  But  it  is  the  itust  of  the  desei 
tinged  with  the  beam  of  the  west :  Lovely  is  tl 
mist  that  assumes  the  form  of  Oscar !  turn  froi 
it  yewinds,  when  ye  roar  on  the  sideof  Ardvvjr 

Who  comes  towards  my  son,  with  the  mir 
of  a  song?  His  staff  is  in  his  hand,  his  gre' 
loose  on  the  wind.    Surely  joy  lightens  his 
and  he  often  looks  back  to  Caros.     It  is  Ryno' 
of  the  sonp,  he  that  went  to  view  the  fie. 

"  What  does  Caros  king  of  shijis '"  said  th 
son  of  the  now  mournful  Osfian;  "spreads  h 
the  wingsjl  cf  his  pride,  bard  of  the  limes  c 
old?"' 

"  He  spreads  them,  Oscar,"  replied  the  bjrc 
"  but  it  is  behind  his  gathered  heap*.  He  look 
over  his  stones  with  fear,  and  beholds  thee,  tei 
riWe,  ?s  the  ghost  of  night  that  rolls  the  ws 
his  ships." 

«*  Go,  thou  first  of  my  bards,"  says  Oscai 
"  and  tske  the  spear  of  Fingal.  Fi.x  a  flai-- 
ils  point,  ands;.ake  it  to  the  winds  of  heaven 
him  in  songs  to  advance,  and  leave  the  roll  „ 
his  wave.  Tell  to  Caros  that  I  long  for  battle 
and  that  my  bow  is  weary  of  the  chase  of  Con; 
Tell  him  the  mighty  is  not  here;  and  that  nr 
arm  is  young."  • 

He  went  with  the  sound   of  his  song.    Osc 


t  Crona  is  the  name  of  a  small  stream  whic 
runs  into  the  Carron.     On  its  banks  is  the 
ef  the  preceding  dramatic  ix)eii!. 

If  Ryno  is  often  mentioned  in  the  anciM 
poetry.  He  seems  to  have  been  a  bard  of  tb, 
first  rank,  in  the  days  of  fingal. 

II  The  Ron, an  eagle. 

^'Agr.ioh's  witll,  wbicb  Carausius  repairedv 
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esred  h:s~  voice  nn  high.    It  reached  his  herpes 

»n  Ardven,  like  the  uotsc  of  a  cave,  when  the 

ea  of  Tv%iyrmvL  rolls  before  it ;  ai>d  its  trees  meet 

"  ^  roaring  winds.     They  gather  round  my  son 

t  !he    streams  of  the  hill ;  when,  after  rain, 

y  ro!!  in  the  pride  of  their  course., 

lynu  came  to  the  mighty  Caros,  and  struck 

ilaming  spear.    ♦' Come  to  the  battle  of  Os- 

ar,  O  thou  that  sittest  on  the  rolHng  of  waters. 

hngal  is  distant  far ;  he  hears  the  songs  of  his 

Wrds  on  Morven  :  and  the  wind  of  his'hall  is  in 

ir.    His  terrible  spear  is  at  h's  side;  and 

iL\d  tJiat  is  like  the  darkened  moon.    Come 

battle  ol  Oscar;  the  hero  is  alone." 

:ame  not  over  the  streamy  Carunt;  the 

^ird  returned  with  his  song.    Grey  night  gro\\'3 

iliui  on  Crona.    The  feast  of  shells  is  spread, 

A  hundred  oaks  burn  to  the  wind,  and  faintlight 

_i 5  Q^.gj.  (.{jg  heath.     The  ghosts  of  Ardver. 

i-^oush  the  beam,  and  shew  their  dim  and 
distant  form?.    Cumalal]  is  half  unseen  on  her 

'eiir;  and  Hidallan  is  sullen  anddim,  like  the 

:ened  moon  beliind  the  mist  of  night. 
Why  art  thou  sad !»  said  Ryno;  for  he 
alone  beaeid  the  chief.  «  Whv  art  thou  sad, 
Hldalbn,  h?3t  thou  not  received  thy  fame  ?  The 
«on^"fOs3-an  have  been  heard,  and  thy  ghost 
fcas  hr-jrhtenedin  the  wind,  when  thou  didst  bend 
from  thy  cloud  to  hear  the  song  of  Mon-en's 
bard." 


t  The  river  Carron. 

II  This  is  the  scene  of  Coma'.a's  death,  whicli 
is  the  subject  of  the-  dramatic  poem  :  The  poet 
memions  her  in  this  place,  in  order  lo  introduce 
the  sequel  of  Hid;  Han's  story,  who,  on  account 
of  her  death,  had  beeti  «^eUcd  fioui  t^c  ^"ais 
of  FingaL 
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«  Arid  do  thine  eyes  beheld  the  hero," 
Oc?.r,  "like  the  dim  n-.eitor  c;f  nigbt'  Say 
Kyiio,  say,  how  fell  t!ie  chief  thai  v  " 
nuwned  in  the  days  of  our  father;-  i  1 
rcmEins  on  the  rocks  of  Ccna ;  and  1  have  ofte 
seen  the  stjeams  of  his  hiiis." 

Fing;il,  rispUed  the  biird,  had  driven  Bidalla: 
from  his  wars.  The  king's  soul  was  tad  fo 
Coniala,  and  his  eyes  could  not  behold  HWallar 
Lonely,  sad,  along  the  heath,  he  slowly  move 
■with  silent  steps.  His  arms  hang  disordered  o 
his  side.  His  hair  flies  loose  from  h:s  helmei 
Ttetearisinhisdcwn-cnst  eyes;  and  the  sig, 
halt  silent  in  his  breast  Three  davs  he  straye 
unseen,  alone,  before  he  came  to  Lamor's  hal'.s 
l.-ie  mossy  halls  of  bis  i 
Kalvaf.  There  Lam  or 
for  he  had  sent  his  pcci 
•Jhe  stream  ran  ?X  hi? 
rested  on  his  si  off  .si^- 
He  hums  the  s..n?(.f  ut 
Hidallan's  ICLt  came  to  his  ear  :  he  knew  th 
tread  .;f  his  son. 

"  Is  the  son  of  Lamor  returned;  or  is  it  th 
enund  of  his  Khost  ?  Hast  thou  fallen  on  thebank 
of  Carun,sGn  of  the  aged  Lamor  r  Or,  '  "  '  " 
the  sound  of  Hidailan's  feet,  where 
mighty  in  war  >.  Where  are  my  people,  Hidallan 
Uiat  were  wont  to  return  with  their  echoin; 
shields  i  Have  they  fallen  on  the  baiiks  of  Ca  • 


t  This  is  perhaps  that  small  stream  still  re 
taining  the  name  of  Ba'va,  which  runs  Ihrougl 
the  romantic  vplley  of  Glentivar  in  Stirlingshirt 
Kalva  signifies  a  silent  stream  ;  and  Gleutivai 
the  sequestered  vale. 
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'««  No :«»  replied  the  sighing  youth,  "  the  poe- 
e  of  Lamor  live.  They  are  renowned  in  bat- 
e,  m.  father;  but  Hidallan  is  renowned  n» 
ore.  I  Biust  sit  alone  on  the  banks  of  Balva, 
hen  tlve  roar  of  the  battle  grows." 
""at  my  fathers  never  sat  alone,"  replied 
iing  pride  of  Lamor.  "  They  never  sat 
ione  on  the  banks  of  Ba!va,  when  the  roar  of 
Wtle  rose.  Dost  thou  not  behold  that  tomb » 
:yes  discern  it  not :  there  rests  the  noble 
larmallon  who  never  fled  from  war.  Come, 
icu  renowned  in  battle,  he  says,  come  to  thy 
ither's  tomb.  Kow  am  I  renowned,  Garmal- 
"-     ir.v  son  has  Red  from  war !" 

King  of  the  streamy  Bah^!"  said  Hidal'an 
fit h  a  sigh,  "  why  dost  thou  torment  niy  soul  t 
r,  I  never  feared.  Fin;ra!  was  sad  for  Coma- 
id  denied  his  wars  to  HidaUan  :  Go  to  the 
.-,  treams  of  thy  land,  he  said,  and  moulder 
ike  a  leafless  oak,  which  the  winds  have  bent 
Balvs,  never  more  to  grow !" 
And  must  I  hear,"  Lamor  repl'ed,  "  '.he 
Mie!y  tread  of  Hidalan's  fee' ;  When  thousands 
lowncd  in  battle,,  shall  he  bend  over  my 
^_,  reams?  Spirit  of  the  ncb'e  Gai-mallon ! 
arry  Lamor  to  his  pb.cc  :  his  eyes  ire  dark  ;  bis 
oul'is  sdd  :  and  his  sou  has  lost  his  fame  !" 

=  Where,"  said  the  youth,  «  shall  I  search 
__  fame  to  gladden  the  soul  of  Lamor?  Froru 
whence  shall  I  return  with  renown,  that  the 
iound  of  ipy  arms  may  be  pleasant  in  his  ear? 
If  I  go  to  the  chase  of  hinds,  my  name  will  not 
"heard.  Lamor  will  not  feel  my  dogs,  witli 
_i  hands,  glad  at  my  arrival  from  the  hill.  II; 
(till  not  enquire  of  his  mountains,  or  of  the  dark- 
brown  deer  of  his  deserts." 

«« I  must  fell,"  saidLamoi,  "like  a  leafless 
OBk :  it  grew  on  a  rock,  but  the  winds  hav<: 
jwrtemeii  it.     My  ghost  \vill  be  seen  on  my 
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faMis,  wournful /or  my  young  Hidallan. 
not  ye,  ye  mists,  as  ye  rise,  hide  him  from  n 
sislu  >  My  son  !  go  to  Lamor's  hall :  there  tl 
arms  of  our  fathers  hang.  Bring  the  sword 
Garniallon  ;  he  took  it  from  a  foe." 

He  went  and  brought  tiic  sword  with  all  i 
studded  thongs,  fie  gave  it  to  his  father.  Tl 
grey-haired  hero  feit  the  point  with  his  hand. 

"  My  son  !  le  .d  me  to  Garma'.lon's  toml 
it  lises  beside  that  rustling  tree.    T  he  long  gra 

A.  iitlle  fountain  inuniiurs  near,  ;Lncl  ser 
water  to  Balva.  l-here  let  mc  rest  ;  it  isi 
and  the  sun  is  on  our  fieidsr" 

He  led  him  to  Garn'-allcn's  tomb.  Lam( 
pierced  the  side  ofhissi^n.  I'hey  sleep  togelf 
and  (heir  ancient  halls  moulder  on  Bhlva'sb-.n 
Ghosts  are  seen  there  at  noon  :  the  valley 
silent,  and  the  people  shun  the  nlace  of  Lamor. 

"  Mournful  is  thy  tale,"  said"  Oscar,  "  son  c 
the  times  of  old  !  My  soul  sighs  for  Hidallan 
he  fell  in  the  days  of  his  youth.  He  Hies  on  t" 
Hast  of  the  desert,  and  his  wandering  is  ii 
foreign  land.  Sons  of  the  echoing  Morve 
draw  near  to  the  fi-es  of  Finccal.  Send  the  nigh 
away  in  songs ;  ana  watch  the  strength  of  CAros 
Oscar  goes  to  the  people  of  ether  times  i  t<  ' 
shades  of  silent  zV I dven  ;  where  his  fathci 
dim  in  their  cl,  uds,  and  behold  the  future 
And  thou  art  there,  liidallan,  like  a  hzlf-e 
guishcd  mcteiT?  Come  to  my  sight,  in  thy 
row,  chief  of  the  roaring  B.ilva  !" 

The  heroes  move  with  their  songs.  Osca' 
slo^vly  ascends  the  hill.  The  meteors  of  nigh 
aresetiingon  the  heath  before  him.  A  distan 
torrent  faintly  roars.  Unfrequented  blasts  rusr 
through  iiged  oaks.  The  half-enlighter.ed  n 
sir.'^s  cirri  and  red  behind  her  hill.  Feeble  V( 
3; ;  tKitd  on  tfce  iieaia.    Oscar  drew  bis  sword. 
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Come,"  said  the  hero,  «  O  ye  ghosts  of  aty 
fathers  !  ve  that  fciught  against  the  tings  of  the 
Avoriii:  Tel!  me  tiie  liecds  of  future  times;  and 

gether  and  behold  your  sons  in  the  fields  of  the 
»a^ianl." 

"  enmor  canie  from  his  hill,  at  the  voice  of 
lighty  son.  A  cloud,  like  the  steed  of  the 
•tranger,  supported  his  airy  limbs.  His  robe  is 
Of  the  mist  of  Lano,^  that  brings  death  to  the 
people.  His  sword  is  a  meteOr  half-extinguish- 
ed. IIU  fate  is  without  form,  and  dark.  lie 
,«i(;hed  thrice  over  the  hero :  and  thrice  the  winds 
'  '  "le  night  roared  around.  Many  were  his 
i  to  Oscar;  but  they  only  came  by  halves  to 
:ars :  they  were  dark  as  the  tales  of  other 
times,  before  the  light  of  the  song  arose.  He 
Slowly  vanished,  tike  a  misc  thut  melts  on  the 
sunny  hill.  It  ^V3S  then,  O  daughter  of  Toscar, 
my  son  begun  first  to  be  sad.  He  foresaw  tlie 
fall  if  his  race ;  and,  at  tinn.-s,hewas  thoughtful 
and  dark:  like  the  sun  when  be  carries  a  cloud 
on  his  face :  but  ho  looks  afterwards  on  the  hills 
pf  Cona. 

Oscar  passed  the  night  among  his  fatners ;  grey 
morning  met  hiin  on  the  banks  of  Carun.  A 
gi-een  vil3  surrounded  a  tomb  which  arose  in  the 
1:  :  I  old.  Little  hills  lift  their  heads  at  a 
^  : ;  and  stretch  their  old  trees  to  the  wind. 

■Jors  of  Caros  sat' there,  for  they  had 
.c  strear.-.  by  night.  They  appeared  like 
;  ^-  ,ksof  aped  vines,  to  the  pale  light  of  the 
ni  ■rnin.r.  Dscar  sto.id  at  tne  tomb  and  raised 
thrice  his  terribie  voice.  The  rocking  hills 
echoed  around  :  the  starting  roes  bounded  away. 
And  the  trembling  ghosts  of  the  dead  fled,  shriek- 
ing on  their  clouds  So  lerribie  was  ihe  voice  of 
■ty  suD,  when  he  called  his  frieniis. 
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A  theusand  spears  rose  around,  the  people  o 
Cavos  rose.  Why,  dauahter  of Toscar  wh- 
that  tear?  Mv  son,  thoi:"!,  alnn-  ;^l,nvp  n. 
car  is  like  a  be,-.!.,  ;  .  '  ^  .  .  '\  ,r"  tromf, 
and  the  people  1": '  ;.'  ,  p,.,,-,  „ 

the  foe;  and  he  e:;:,h1  iii  the  silcru  "liVrkness  o 
his  strength.  "  Am  I  alone,"  said  Oscar.  «  it 
•  he  nijdst  of  a  thousand  foes!  Many  a  spear  ij 
here  many  a  darkly  lolUn-  eye!  Shall  I  fl 
to  Ardven  !  But  did  my  fathers  ever  liy  '  The 
raaik  of  their  arm  is  in  a  thousand  battles.  Os. 
tar  too  iviil  be  renow.'ied.  Come,  \-c  dim  chosts 
of  my  fathers,  and  beheld  my  dee^s  in  wf  r  '  1 
i^ayfall;  but  I  will  be  renov.ncd  like  the 
ot  the  echoing  Morven."  He  stood  dil  -te 
his  place,  like  a  flood  swellinR  in  a  narrow  vale" 
1  he  battle  came,  but  they  fell :  bloody  was  the 

'ihe  noise  reached  his  people  at  Crona :  they 
came  like  a  hundred  streams.  The  warriors  of 
feaios  fed,  and  Oscar  remained  like  a  reck  left 
by  the  cbbmg  sea. 

Now  dark  and  deep,  with  all  his  steeds,  Caros 
rolled  his  might  along:  the  little  streams  are 
lost  mhis  course  i  and  the  earth  is  r.-ckiiiR  round. 
Battle  spreads  irom.  wing  to  wing:  ten  thou- 
^l  .^^'^'^^^  6'^"'"  "'  '"'<-'=  '°  "'^  *''"/•  But  why 
should  Osiian  sint^  of  1  attles  ?   For  never  n- 


They)'::-..    ,   •  ■  .,'  ;     ,  .^    ,;,, 

llappv  art  tliou,  n  r.ict..-,   ii,  ,.:-,  .ui.:^,  oi  tn» 
iu^kirs  btet.    -iic.u  olte.n  e«€5t  tj  Uic  Aeids^f 


stof  thy 


'  fame,  vrhere  Cmos   fled  from  thy  liftcil 


Darkness  comes  on  my  soul,  O  fair  daughter 
if  Toscar,  I  bfhold  not  the  form  of  my  son  at 
;arun;  nor  the  figure  of  Oicar  on  Crona.  The 
iustling  winds  have  carried  him  far  away ;  an(f" 
iie  heart  of  his  father  is  sad. 

But  lend  me,  O  Malviiia,  to  the  sound  of  mj 
poocs,  ard  the  roar  of  my  mountain-streams. 
Let  the  chase  be  heard  onCona;  that  I  may 
hink  on  the  d?.ys  of  other  years.  And  bring  me 
:he  harp,  O  maid,  that  1  may  toucli  it  when  the 
light  of  my  soul  shall  arise.'  Be  thou  near,  to 
learn  the  song;  and  future  times  shall  heE.r  of 
Ossiari. 
The  sons  of  the  feeble  hereafter  will  lift  the 
3ice  on  Cona;  anil,  looking  up  to  the  rocks, 
_iy,  "  Here  Ossian  dwelt."  They  shall  adri.ire  . 
the  chiefs  of  old,  an  J  the  race  that  are  no  more : 
while  we  ride  on  our  ciouds,  Malvina,  on  the 
■wings  of  the  roaring  winds.  Our  voices  shall  be 
heard,  at  times,  in  the-  desert ;  aod  vre  sliftU  sing 
OB  tke  winds  ei  the  rock. 
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THE 


War  of  Inis'thona : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

This  poem  b  an  episode,  introduced  in  a  p;reat 
work  composad  by  Oj^ian,  in  which  Lho  i 
tions  of  his  trlends,  nnd  his  beloved  son  Use 

some  epis. hies,  and  Lhe  story  of  the  poem, ; 
handed  J.r/.n  by  tr?.duit!n.     Inis-thona  was     _ 
island  ol  .St:;a.lin?.via,  vj-jecl  to  its  own  king, 
but  (lependjna  Lipf'"  '•'--  kingdom  of  Lochlin. 

OUR  youth  is  like  the  dream  of  the  hunter 
on  the  hill  of  heath.  He  sleeps  in  the 
niiid  beams  of  the  sun;  bat  he  awakes  aniid:,t  a 
storm!  the  red  lightning  flics  around:  and  the 
trees  shake  their  heads  to  the  wind.  He  looks 
back  wiih  joy  on  the  day  of  the  sun,  and  the 

\V:ic:i  shall  Ois  an's  youh  return.  Or  his  ear 
di-r.gu  iu  the  sound  of  arms?  When  shall  I, 
li^e  0»i.ur,  travel  in  the  lights  of  my  steel? 
Vn-ni,  v.ith  jour  streams,  ye  hills  of  Cona,  and 
VsseawtJie  vuice  i/X  Oisiaa!     The  song  ritos. 
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like  the  sun,  in  my  soul;  and  my  heart  fcels  tba  ' 
ji)y*  ol"  other  times.  , 

1  bcSold  ihy  towers,  O  Selma!  and  the  oaks  of 
_.;y  shaded  wall :  thy  streams  jound  in  my  ear ; 
thy  herves  gather  round.  Fingai  sits  in  the 
midsc;  and  leans  on  the  shield  of  Trenmor:  his 
iepear  stands  against  the  waVi;  he  listens  to  the 
song  of  his  bards.  The  deeds  of  his  arm  are  . 
heard ;  and  the  actions  of  the  king  in  bis  youth.  1 
tar  liad  retuinsd  from  the  ciiase,  and  heard     \ 

lero's  praise.    He  took  the  shield  of  Brannof 

froni  the  wall ;  his  eyes  were  filled  with  tears. 
Bed  was  the  cheek  of  youth.  His  voice  was 
treinblinnj  low.  My  spear  shook  its  bright  head 
■ '  ■  'S  hand  ;  he  spi>ke  to  MOrven's  king. 

Fingal !  thou  king  nf  heroes !   Osslafi,  next 
ini  in  war !  ye  have  foupht  the  battle  in  your 
\        .  ;   \  our  names  are  renowned  in  song.    Os- 
i  ke  the  mist  of  Co^a ;  1  appearand  vanish. 

i  J  will  not  know  my  name.    The  hunter 

;  ic-arch  in  the  heath  for  my  tomb.  Let 
r.^  'j  O  heroes,  in  the  battles  of  Ini^.Uiona. 
Distant  is  the  land  o!  my  war !  ye  shall  net  hear 
of  Oscar's  fall.  Some  bard  miy  find  me  there, 
and  give  my  name  to  the  -song.  The  daughter' 
of  the  stranger  shall  see  my  tomb,  and  weep  over 
the  vo'jth  that  cime  from  afar.  The  bard  shall 
say ,  at  the  feast,  hear  the  song  of  Oacar  froa:  the 

"  Oscar,"  replied  the  king  of  Morven ;  **  thou 
shait  fight,  son  of  my  fame!   Prepare  my  dark- 


t  This  is  Branno,  the  father  of  Everallin,  and 
gran^ifathe^  to  Oscar  ;  he  was  of  Irish  exiraction, 
and  io:d  of  the  c  luntry  round  th^  iake  of  Lego. 
Bis  great  actions  are  handtd  down  by  tradition, 
a«i  lus  bespitality  has  passed  into  a  pravcfk. 
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bosomed  ship  to  csrry  my  hero  to  Inis-thoiw, 
Son  of  my  son,  regard  our  fame  :  for  thou  art  of 
the  race  of  renown.     Ltt  not  the  children  of 
strangers  say,  feeble  are  the  sons  of  Morven !   '. 
thou  in  battle,  like  the  roaring  storm:  mild 
the  evening  sun  in  peace.    'I'ell,  Oscar,  to  In 
thona's  king,  that  Fingal  remembers  his  yout 
when  we  strove  in  the  combat  together  in  t 
days  of  Agandecca." 

They  lifted  up  the  sound>sg  sail;   the  wi 
whistled  through  the  thongsf  of  their  mas 
Waves  lashed  the  oozy  rocks:  the  strenglh 
ocean  roared.    My  son  beheld,  from  the  '.vai  „ 
the  land  of  groves.    He  rushed  into  the  echoi.ng 
bay  of  Kuna ;  and  sent  his  s'.vord  to  Aniiir  king 
of  spears.    The  grey-haired  hero  rose,  when  he 
saw  tlie  sword  of  Fins;,,!.    His  e\  es  were  full  of 
tears ;  and  he  reiiiembc-rod  the  battles  of  their 
youth.    Twice  Ihey  lifted  the  spear  befoiethe 
lovely  Agandecca:  heroes  stood  far  distant,  as  if 
two  ghosts  contended. 

"  But  now,"  begun  the  king,"  I  am  old  ;  the 
sword  lies  useless  iu  my  hall.  Thou  art  of  Mor. 
ven'srace  :  Annirhasbeeiiinthestrifeofspears; 
but  he  is  pale  and  withered  now,  like  the  oak 
of  Lano.  I  have  no  son  to  meet  thee  with  joy, 
or  to  Crtrry  thee  to  the  halls  of  his  fathers.  Ar- 
gon is  p;;le  in  the  tomb,  and  Ruro  is  no  more. 
My  daurhler  is  in  the  hall  of  strangers, and  longs 
to  behold  my  tomb.  Her  spouse  shakes  ten  thou- 
sacd  spears ;  and  comes^  lite  a  cloud  of  death 


t  Le3ther  thongs  were  used  in  Ossian's  time, 
instead  of  ropes. 

t  Coimp.'.o  had  resolved  on  a  war  against  his 
i;iihe.  -in-law,  Ai'.nir,klngc  f  Inis.thona,  in  order 
tp  deprive  !>iai  of  kis  kingtloiB ;  tie  injustice  vi 
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poai  Lano.    Come  lUou  to  share  the  feast  of 
-,  son  of  echoing  Morven. " 
i-ee  Unvs  they   feasted  together;  on   the 

1  Anr.if  heard  the  name  of  Oscary.    They 

■ejoiced  in  tlie  shcil^T ;  and  pursued  the  boars  of 
"Luna.  Beside  the  iount  of  mossy  stones,  the 
,-eary  her>:es  rest.  Thetearsteals  insecrett'rom 
Annir:  <uid  he  broke  the  rising  sigh.  «  Here 
Javkly  rest,"  the  hero  said,  "  the  Lhildren  of 
juth.  This  stor.e  is  the  tomb  of  Euro : 
ree  sounds  ovir  the  grave  of  Argon.  Do 
ye  hear  my  voice,  O  my  sons,  within  your  nar. 
rowhoi!5e?  O;-  do  -,£  s;icaii  in  these  rustling 
leaves,  when  ihe  wi--ds  of  uhc  desert  rise  ?" 

«  Kinc:  of  Inis-th  .m,"  5:;i>l  Oscar,  "  how  fell 
the  children  of  youth  ?  Th-  wil.J-boar  often 
rushes  over  their  tomb--,  b  jt  he  does  not  disturb 


his  desiims  was  so  much  resented  bv  Fingal,  that 

he  sent  his  grandson,  Oscar,  to  the  assistanLc  of 

Annir.     Both  armies  tame  si        ^  - 

which  the  conduct  and  valour 

complete  victory.     An  end  •' 

by  the  death  of  Cormido,  wh  - 

combat,  f      ' '"  *■■••'       ' 


delivere't  li 
to  raise  tht 
hjmseh"  p. 


1        it.-^ays  of  heroism,  an 

d.^V-,  'vfore  he  had' feasleJ 
Treat  hall  of  the  family.  «  II3 
L-  if  a  stranger,'  is  to  this  day, 
m,  applied,  in  the  north,  to  the 
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the  honters.  Thev  pursue  deer^  forme;!  nf 
eEiUfls,  aixl  bend  their  airy-bow.  They  stiil  lo\ 
the  sport  of  their  youtli ;  and  mount  the  M'in 
•with  joy." 

«  Corraalo,"  replied  the  king,  "  is  chief  of  te.. 
thousand  spears;  he  dwelU  at  the  dark-nulling 
waters  of  I.anof  ;  which  send  forth  the  cloud  ut 
death.  He  came  to  Runa's  echoing  halls,  and 
sought  the  honour  of  the  spear  ||.  The  youth 
was  lovely  as  the  first  beam  of  the  sun  !  and  few- 
were  they  who  could  meet  him  in  fight !  My 
heroes  yielded  to  Cormalo :  and  my  daufjiiter 
loved  the  so-i  of  Lano.  Argon  and  Ruro  r.-v.irn- 
ed  from  the  chase  ;  thi  tears  of  their  pricij  des. 
cended ;  They  roiled  their  silent  eye<'i)n  R  nn's 
heroes,  because  they  yielded  to  a  stranger  :  ; ' ; ,  ee 
days  they  feasted  with  Connala  :  on  tue  I'.ai  th 
iTiy  Argon  fought.  But  who  could  fight  u  ith 
Argon  ?  Lano's  chief  wa<  overcome.  His  heart 
swelled  with  pride,  and  he  resoivcd  in  seciet  ta 
behdld  the  death  of  my  s-  ns.  Thev  went  to  the 
hiiis  9f  Runa,  and  pursued  the  dark-brown  hinds. 


5  The  not^o 
tliede.e:'.iM, 


inliie  >■: 

Duthomar,  like  the  mist  of  mars 
if  sails  over  the .  plains  of  autu 
death  to  the  people." 

)i  By  the  lionour  of  the  spear 
of  tournament  practised  "  amu 
BortternEations. 
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arrow  nf  Cormalo  fiew  in  secret ;  and  mf 
■en  fell.  He  came  to  the  maid  of  his  love  i 
is-tl>oii3's  dark- haired  maid.  Tliey  fid 
the  desert,  and  Annir  femaincd  alone. 
$i\tbt  came  on,  and  day  appeared  :  nor  Arg!>n»s 
Voice,  nor  Ruro's  came.  At  length  their  much 
lovM  dog  is  seen  ;  the  fleet  and  bounding  Runar. 
"-  came  into  the  hall  and  howled;  and  seemed 
look  towards  the  plate  of  their  fi.ll.  We 
followed  him;  we  found  them  heie:  and  laid 
them  by  this  mossy  stream.  This  is  the  haunt 
cf  Annir,  when  the  thass  of  thehincsis  over. 
:nd  ike  tbeirunkof  anageU  oak  above  thi^m: 
my  tears  for  ever  flow." 
O  Ronnan  !"  said  the  rising  Oscar,  "  Ogar 
g  of  spears!  call  my  heroes  to  hi  y  side,  the 
s  of  streamy  Morven.  To-day  we  go  to  La- 
....  s  water,  that  sends  forth  the  cloud  of  death. 
Cormalo  will  not  long  rejoice  :  death  is  often  at 
tlip  point  of  our  swords." 

They  came  over  the  desert  like  stormy  clouds, 
■when  the  winds  roll  them  over  the  hesta  :  their 
edges  are  tinged  with  lightning;  and  the  echo- 
ing groves  foresee  the  storm.  The  horn  of 
Oscar's  battle  was  heard  ;  and  Lano  shook  in  ail 
its  waves.  The  children  of  the  lake  convened 
around  the  sounding  shield  of  Cormalo.  Oscar 
fou-ht,  as  he  was  wont  in  battle.  Cormalo  fell 
beneath  liis  sword  :  and  the  sons  of  ilie  dismal 
Lano  tied  to  their  secret  vales.  Oscar  brought 
the  daughter  of  Inis.th:.na  to  Annir's  echoing 
halls  Tlie  face  of  age  was  bright  with  joy ;  he 
blest  the  king  of  swords. 

How  great  was  the  jov  of  Ossian,  when  he 
beheld  the  distant  sail  of  his  son  I  It  was  like  a 
cloudpf  light  that  rises  in  the  east,  when  the 
Iravciler  is  sad  in  a  land  unknowj«  ;  and  dismal 

We  tirought him,  with  scn^s,  to  beliua's  haKs. 
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Fingat  ordered  the  feast  of  shells  to  be  spreaa 
A  thousand  bards  raised  the  n  "  " 

Morven  answered  K 

cfToscarwasthere^  .        ___  

barp;  when  the  distant  sound  conies,  in  th« 
evening,  on  the  soft  rustling  breeze  of  the  vale. 
0  lay  nie,  ye  that  see  the  light,  near  some  rock 
of  my  hills;  let  the  thick  hazels 'je  around, jet 
the  oak  be  near.  Green  be  the  place  of  my  rest  - 
and  let  the  sound  of  the  distant  torrent  be  heard 
Daughter  of  Toscar,  take  the  harp,  and  raise  the 
lovely  song  of  Selma  :  that  sleep  may  overtake 
my  soul  in  the  midst  of  joy  ;  that  the  dreams  of 
i:iy  youth  may  return,  and  the  days  of  the 
mighty  Fingal.  Selma  !  I  behold  thy  towers, 
thy  trees,  and  shaded  wall.  I  sec  the  hcross  of 
Morven:  and  hear  the  song  if  bards.  " 
lifts  the  sword  of  Connalo;  and  a  thn 
youths  admire  i'.s  studded  thongs.  They  look 
with  woniler  on  my  son '  and  admire  tlie 
strength  of  his  arm.  They  mark  the  joy  of  his 
father's  eyes  ;  they  long  for  an  equal  fame.  And 
ye  shall  have  your  fame,  O  sons  of  streamy 
Morven.  My  soul  is  often  brightened  with  the 
song;  and  1  remember  the  companions  of  my 
youth.  Uut  sleep  descends  with  the  s^iund  of 
the  harp;  and  plea 
Ye  sons  of  the  chase 
turb  my  rest.  The  bard  of  other  times  converses 
now  with  his  fathers,  the  chiefs  of  the  days  of 
old.  Sons  of  the  chase  stand  far  distant ;  disturb 
not  tile  dreasas  af  Us^iau. 


Battle  of  Lor  a: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

.-_„-.,  onhis  return  f.om  Ireland,  after  he  had 
expelled  Swaran  from  that  kingdom,  made  a 
feast  to  all  his  heroes  He  forgot  lo  invite  Ma- 
roniian  and  Aldo,  two  chiefs,  who  had  not  been 
along  with  him  on  tiis  expedition.  They 
resented  his  neglect ;  ?.iid  went  over  to  Erragoii 
king  of  Son.,  ;i  cr.r.iitrv  of  Scandinavia,  the 
dedaretl  enemy  of  Fin^'.l.  The  valour  of  Aldo 
so-jn  f^.iiied  him  a  gri.;,:  reputation  in  Sora'; 
and  Lornin  the  bs;;utirul  wife  of  Erragon  feU 
in  love  with  i  im.  He  t.  uud  means  to  escape 
with  her,  aii,'  to  come  to  Fingal,  who  resided 
then  in  Selaia  on  the  western  ci.£5t.  Erragon 
invaded  Sc;:tland,  and  was  slain  in  battle  by 
Caul  the  son  of  M'  rni,  aiter  he  had  rejected 

.  terms  of  pesce  o3ered  him  by  Fingal.  In  this 
war  Aldo  fell  in  a  single  combat,  by  the  hands 
of  his  rival  Erragon;  and  the  unfortunate 
Lorraa  afterwards  died  of  grief. 

SON  of  the  distant  land,  who  dwellest  in  the 
secret  c=ll  !  do  I  hear  the  sounds  of  thy 
irove !  Or  is  it  the  voics  ef  thy  songs  ?  The  tor* 
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teut  w-as  loud  in  my  ear,  but  I  heard  a  tunefu  \ 
voice;  dost  thou  praise  the  chiefs  of  ;hy  land  I 

ofthcrock-sl    look  over  til?.:  tl   •  n. 


seest  them,  »on  or  the  ruck  ;:■•.'    ,    .  ,  rvt 
have  fMil-d. 

A  oiountain-strer.m  comes  roaring  doA-n  an 
sends  its  waters  round  a  green  hill :  four  moss 
stones,  in  the  midst  of  withered  grass,  rear  the; 
heads  on  the  top  :  iwo  treei,  which  the  storn: 
have  bene,  spread  their  whistJinR  branches  : 
round.  This  is  thy  dwellins,  Erragon|l  ;  Ih 
thy  narrow  house  ;  the  sound  of  thy  shells  >•' 

been  long  forgot  in  Sora  ;  a 

come  dart:  in  thv  :,  .11.     Err 
chief  '  r  <■ 


and  thy  shield 
rra^on,  king  of  s 

s  be 

hips 

■  •  liast  thou  fare 

-e  r-.ighty  low 

'  Sor 

.   a  dcUght  in  s 

ingi 

;    e  sound  of  i;s 

-);'.cron  the  dar 

.ene< 

ing  rocks,  and 

with 
green 

i'our  shipsf. 

from 

ir  vphite  sheers 

hung 

the  boisterous 

*1nd» 

t  The  poet  alludes  to  the  religious  hynii 
theCu;dee3. 

li  ErraKon,or  Ferp-thoun,  signifies  the  race  of 
the  waves  :  pioba'.^ly  a  poetical  name  given  him 
by  Ossian  hi:;i'eif-,  ibr  he  goes  by  the  name  of 

t  This  w?.s  at  Fingal's  return  from  his  war 
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pared  through  the  groves  of  Morven.  The  honi 

»f  the  king  is  sounded,  and  the  deer  start  from 
leirrotks.  Our  arrows  flew  in  the  woods  :  the 
cast  of  -.he  hill  was  spread.  Our  joy  was  great 
n  our  rocks,  for  the  fall  of  the  terrible  Swaran. 
Two  heroes  were  forgot  at  our  feast  :  ar.d  the 
fage  of  their  bosunis  burned.  They  rolled  their 
ped  e^cs  in  secret:  the  sigh  bursts  from  their 
ireas'.s.  They  are  seen  to  talk  together,  and  to 
.hro\i-  their  spears  on  earth.  They  were  two 
jark  clouds  in  the  midst  of  our  jov  ;  like  pillars 
-'-nist  on  the  settled  sea  :  it  glitters  to  the  snn, 

'Raise  my  white  sails,"   said  Ma-ronnan, 

lise  them  to   the  winds  of  the  west;  let  us 

:,  O  Aldo,  through  the  foam  of  the  northern 

■e.    We  aie  forgot  at  the  feast :  but  our  arms 

bavc  been  red  in  blood.    Let  us  leave  the  bills  qf 

Fingal,  and  serve  the  kin^  of  Sora .    His  counte- 

nance  is  fierce,  and  the  war  darkens  round  his 

spear.    Let  us  be  renowr.ed,  O  Aldo,  in  the  bat- 

d  tics  c  f  echoing  Sora. " 

L  They  took  their  swords  and  shields  of  thongs, 
[and  viishi;d  to  Lumar's  soundiug  bay.  I'hey 
[fcame  to  Som's  haughty  kipg,  the  chief  of  bound- 
ling  steeds.  Erragon  had  returned  from  the 
I  chase  ;  his  spear  was  rtd  in  blood.  He  bent  his 
dark  face  to  the  ground;  and  whistled  as  he 
j.went.    He  took  the  strangers  to  his  feasts  ;  and 

Alio  leiurned  witn  his  fame  towards  Sora's 
1  -  1 L.  .    .\'r  looked  the  spouse 

'      '  :      1         \n^  eyes  of  Lurma. 

i.^  .  :  -  ^  -  ..  .  .■- -nuw  on  the  heath; 
V.  i.  :.  i^,  „  ;  -  -  ■•  11.  -  ..;.•-■,  ;iiid  slowly  move  it 
in  1  he  l-g'-.t.  t'.he  saw  >  ju;ig  Aldo,  like  the  beam. 
of  So-a'i  setting  sun.  Her  soft  heart  sighed  : 
taars  filled  ber  eyes ;  aud  ikex  wlute  arm  sup< 
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IKsrted  her  head.  Three  days  she  sat  witl-.in  t 
hall,  and  covered  grief  v/ith  joy.  On  the  lou! 
she  fled  with  the  hero,  along  the  rolling  si 
They  came  to  Cona's  mossy  towers,  to  Finj 
king  of  spears. 

«  Aldo  of  the  heart  of  pride  ! "  said  the  risi 
king  of  Morven,  «  shall  I  defend  thee  from  t 
\nr?.th  cf  Sora's  injured  king!  Who  will  m 
receive  my  people  into  their  halts,  or  eive  t 
feast  of  strangers,  sii'.ce  Alcln  of  ihe  Httle  so 
has  carried  r.way  the  fair  of  Sora:  Co  to  t 
hills,  Ihuu  feeble  hand,  and  hi'e  thee  in  t 
caves;  ri-.';uruful  is  the  battle  we  mast  figl 
■with  Sora's  gloomy  king.  Si'irit  of  the 
Trenmor!   v.  hen  will  Fing;.l  cease  to  figl 


1  Erragon,  as  t: 


i;ombat  of  thousandj 


I  Comhal  the  father  of  Fingal  was  slain  in  ba 
tie,  against  the  tribe  of  Morni,  the  very  &sy  th  . 
Fingal  was  born;  so  th.->t  he  may,  with  p« 
priety,  be  ^aid  to  have  "  bse-i  born  in  iLeiwidst  i 
fcattles." 
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the  land  of  many  hills.     Fingal  sat  in  his 

I  with  the  companions  of  his  youth  around 

Q.    The  young  heroes  were  at  the  chase,  and 

distant  iu  the  desert.    The  grey-haired  chiefs 

ralked  of  other  times,  and  of  the  actions  of  their 

fouth;    when  the  aged  Narthmorf  came,  the 

king  of  streamy  Lora. 

"  This  is  no  time,"  begun  the  chief,  "  to 
bear  the  songs  of  otiier  years :  Erragon  frowns 
on  the  coast,  and  lifts  ten  thousand  swords. 
Gloomy  is  the  king  among  his  chiefs!  he  i> 
like  the  uaikened  moon  amidst  the  meteors  of 

Come,"  said  Fingal,  "  from  thy  hall,  thou 
daughter  of  my  love;  come  from  thy  hall  Bos- 
niinaji,  maid  of  streamy  Morven !  Narthmor, 
itake  the  steeds^f  of  the  stranfrevs,  and  attend  the 
daughter  of  Fingal :  let  her  bid  the  king  trf  Sora 
to  our  feast,  to  Se'.ma's  shaded  wall.  Offer  him, 
lO  Bosmina,  the  peace  of  heroes,  un^;  the  v.  eaUii 
of  geherous  AMo:    our  yoiiChs  are  far  distant. 

She  came  to  the  ho?t  of  Erragon,  like  a  beam 
•f  light  to  a  cloud.  In  !ier  right  hand  shone  an 
arrow  of  gold  ;  and  in  her  left  a  spaikl-jg  shell, 
rtlie  sign  of  lUorvcii's  peace.  Errr.gon  brighten. 
ledin  her  presence  as;;  rock  before  the  s"uddeQ 
beams  of  the  si. n;  when  they  issue  from  abro. 
ken  cioud,  divided  by  the  roaring  wind. 


t  Neart-mor, « great  strength. '    Lora, '  noisy.» 
"  Bos-mhina,  «  soft  and  tender  hand.'     She 

'the  youngest  of  Fingal's  children. 
^  These  were  probably  horses  taken   in  the 
="■— ~,ions  of  the  Caledonians  into  the  Roman 
!ce,  which  seen.s  to  be  intimated  ju  the 
f  Urssc  oi  "  tLe  steeds  cf  strangers." 
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«'  Son  of  the  rtistant  Sora,"  begun  tlie  mfldl 
blushing  mai<l,  "  come  to  the  feast  of  Morvcn 
king,  to  Selena's  shaded  walls.  Take  the  pen 
of  heroes,  ()  waiijnr,  and  let  the  dark  sw<>: 
rest  by  thy  side.  And  if  thou  chusest  the  weal! 
of  kings,  he.ar  the  words  of  the  generous  Aldi  , 
He  gives  to  Ermgun  an  hundred  steeds,  thf  " 
dren  of  the  rein ;  an  hundred  maids  fron 
tant  lands ;  an  hundred  hawks  with  flutterii 
v-in.»,  that  fly  across  the  sky.  An  ,hu 
girdles^  shall  also  be  thine,  to  bind  hit 
somed  women ;  the  friends  of  the  births  of  h 
roes,  and  the  cure  of  the  sens  of  toil.  T( 
shells  studded  with  gems  shall  shine  in  Sara 
tov/ers:  the  blue  water  trembles  on  their  star 
and  seems  to  be  sparkling  wine.  They  gladdei 
ed  once  the  kings  of  the  world  f,  in  the  midst  ■ 
their  echoing  halls.  These,  O  hero,  shall  i 
thine;  or  thy  white-bosomed  spouse.  Lorn 
shall  rol!  her  bright  eyes  in  thy  halls;  lhou( 
Fingal  loves  the  geriCrous  Aldo :  Fingal !  wl 
never  injured  a  hero,  though  his  arm  is  strong 

"  Soft  voice  of  Cona! "  replied  the  king,  "  t( 
fcini,  Uial  he  spreads  his  feast  in  vain.    Let  Fi; 


5  Sanctified  girdles,  till  very  lately,  wer 
in  many  familTes  in  the  north  of  Scotland 
were  bound  about  women  in  labour,  ?Jid  we 
suppose<l  lo  alleviale  their  pains,  and  to  atcel 
rate  the  birth.  They  we.e  iir.pvcssed  with  sev 
ral  mystical  fir,ures,  and  the  ceremony  of  bin 
ing  them  ;-.bout  the  wornr.n's  waist,  was  accot 
panied  with  words  and  gestures  which  shew 
the  custom  to  have  come  originally  from  " 

»     t  The  Roman  emperors.     These  shells  v 
same  uf  the  spuils  of  the  proviucei 
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al  pour  his  spoils  around  me ;  aud  bend  beneatjl 
IV  power.  Let  liim  give  n.e  the  swords  of  his 
others,  and  the  shields  of  other  times :  that  my 
hildren  may  behold  their,  in  my  halls,  and  say, 
These  are  the  arms  of  Fiiiga!." 

««  Never  shall  they  behold  them  in  thy  halls," 
*id  the  rising  pride  of  the  maid.  "  They  are  ia 
ighty  hands  of  hejces  wl;o  never  yielded  i» 
„_..  King  of  the  echoing  Sora !  the  storm  i» 
athering  on  our  hills.  Dost  thou  not  foresee 
he  fall  of  thy  people,  son  of  the  distant  land '." 
'  She  cair.e  to  Selma's  silent  halls ;  the  king  be- 
he"d  her  down-cast  eyes.  He  rose  from  his  plac?, 
in  his  strength,  and  shook  his  aged  locks.  He 
ook  the  sounding  mail  of  Trenmor,  and  the 
dark-brown  shield  of  his  fathers.  Darkness  fill. 
cd  Selma's  hall,  when  he  stretched  his  hand  to 
his'  spear  :  the  ghcsts  of  thousands  were  near, 
and  foresaw  the  death  o*'  the  people.  Terrible 
joy  rose  ;  n  the  face  of  the  a^s^d  heroes  :  tliey  rush- 
■M  to  meet  the  foe;   their  thoughts  arc  on  the 

tions  of  other  yea.  s  ;  and  on  the  fame  of  the 

mb. 

Now  the  dogs  of  the  chase  appeared  at  Tra- 
thal's  tomb  :  Fingal  knew  that  his  young  heroes 
'  •'    ved  them,  and  he  stopt  in  the  midst    of 
)urse.  Oscar  appeared  the  first,  then  Morni's 

,  Lind  Kemi's  race:    Ferculhf  shewed   bis 

gloomy  I'orm :  Dermid  spread  his  dark  hair  oh 
the  wind.  Ossian  tame  the  last.  1  hummed  the 
song  of  other  times :  my  spear  supported  my 
steps  over  the  little  streams,  and  my  thoughts 
were  of  mighty  men.  Fingal  struck  his  bossy 
shield;  ^nd  gave  the  disa.al  sign  of  war  ;  a  thou. 
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sand  swords,  at  cace  unsheathed,  eleam«(  _ 
vaving  heath.  Three  grey-haired  sons  of  so, 
raise  the  tuneful,  mournful  voice.  Deep  aj 
dark  with  sounding  steps,  we  rush,  a  gloon 
ridge, along:  iiUe  the  shower  of  a  stomi,  whi 
it  piiuis  on  the  narrow  vale;  . 

The  king  of  Morven  sat  on  his  hill :  the  s_ 
beam  of  battle  fiew  on  the  wind  ••  the  comp 
nions  of  his  youth  are  near,  with  all  their  wa\ ' 
locks  of  age.  Joy  rose  in  the  hero's  eyes  w 
he  beheld  his  sons  in  war;  when  he  saw  th. 
amidst  the  lightning  of  swords,  and  mindful 
tlie  deeds  of  th^ir  fathers.  Erragon  came 
in  his  strength,  like  the  roar  of  a  winter-stn 
the  battle  falls  iu  his  couise,  and  death  is  a 

"  Who  comes,"  said  Fingal,  "  like  the boun. 
ing  roe,  like  the  hart  of  echoing  Cona  >  His  shie 
glitters  on  liis  side.  End  the  clarg  of  his  armo 
is  mournful.  He  meets  with  Erragon  in  tl 
strife  ?  Behold  the  taltlc  of  the  chiefs  !  it  is  III 
the  contending  of  ghosts  in  a  gloomy  storm.  B 
fallest  thou,  son  of  the  hill,  and  is  thy  white  b 
som  stained  withblocd  ?  Weep,  unhappy  Lorm 

The  king  took  the  spear  of  his  strength  ; 
Jie  was  sad  for  the  fall  of  Aldo :    he  bent  h 
Jeathful  eres  on  the  foe :  but  Oaul  met  the  kii 
ef  Sora !  Wlio  can  relate  the  fight  of  Uie  ehief: 
The  mighty  stranger  fell. 

«  Sons  of  Conal"  Fingal  cried  aloud,  ' 
the  hand  ■>(  death.  Mighty  was  he  that  is 
so  low  ?  and  much  is  he  mourned  in  Sora !  _  _ 
stranger  v  ill  come  towards  his  ha'.l,  and  wondi 
whv  it  is  silent.  The  king  is  fallen,  O  strange 
and  the  JT.  of  his  house  is  ceased.  Listen  tc  ' 
sound  of  his  woods :  perhaps  his  ghost  is  there 
i'U'  he  is  far  distant,  on  Morven,  beneath  tt 
awurC  oi  a  foreifiu  foe."    Such  were  the  yroti< 
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<f  Fingal,  when  the  bard  raised  the  song  of 
>eace  ;  we  stopped  our  uplifted  swoids,  and  spar-  . 
d  the  fi-el  Ic  foe.  We  laid  Erragon  in  t  hat  tomb ; 
ind  I  raised  the  voice  cf  griei :  the  clcuds  of 
light  came  rolling  down,  and  the  ghost  of  Er- 
tagon  appeared  tu  some.  His  face  was  cloudy  and 
3ark  ;  and  an  ha'.f-formed  sigh  is  in  his  breast. 
Blest  be  thy  soul,  O  king  of  Sora  !  thine  arm  was 

<  Sorma  sat,  in  Aldo's  hall,  at  Ihe  light  of  a 
Bami-ig  oali  :  the  night  came,  but  ae  did  not  re- 
turn ;  and  the  soul  of  Lorma  is  sjd.  "  What 
^detains  thee,  hunter  of  Coiuf  for  thou  didst 
pioniiseio  return.  Has  the  deer  ceen  distant  far; 
and  do  he  dark  winds  sigh,  lound  thes,  on  the 
Iheaih?  1  am  in  the  land  of  strangers,  where  is 
mv  fiicr.il  ?  But  Aldo,  come  from  thy  echoing 
t-"-,  O  "vb?-"e:  .veil;" 

1^:         .->""-     ir  11  eU  t'.u-ard  the  gate,  and  she 

i:  ;    /     1  ;  1     3  b::.£t.     She  thinks  it  is 

.1  .        i      ■,  r.ses  in  her  face:  but  sor- 

.  •  :.i,  1  k.-alhincloudonthe  moon. 

..  uce'  uf  the  hiil.  '  The  moon  is  in  the 

..  ...:v,  anvl  bright  is  the  breas:  of  the  lake! 

. -i:!  I  behold  his  d(!gs  returning  from  the 

I  :  •      :  \%Len  shdll  1  hear  iiis  voice  lotid  and  dis- 

ta!i'  iin  the -wind?  Con.efiOmthy  echoing  hills, 

buntirtif  woody  Cona'!" 

His  thin  ghost  appeared,  on  a  rock,  like  the 
walry  beam  of  the  moon,  when  it  rushes  from 
betiveen  two  clouds,  and  the  miduight  shower 
is  on  the  field.  She  followed  the  empty  form 
pver  the  heath,  for  she  knew  that  her  hero  fell. 
I  heard  her  apprraching  cries  en  the  wind,  like 
the  mournf ui  voice  of  the  breeze,  when  it  sighs 
en  the  grass  of  the  cave. 

She  came,  she  found  her  hero  :  her  voice  was 
fccard  no  more ;  silent  s)k  roUed  Uei  sad  eye*  j 
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she  v.-as  pale  as  a  watry  cloud,  that  rise  _. . 
the  lalvc,  to  the  beam  of  the  n.ooii.  Few  we  ' 
her  days  on  Cona :  she  sunk  into  the  toml 
Fingal  coninKinded  his  bards ;  and  they  sui 
over  the  death  of  Loinia.  The  daughters 
Morven  mourned  her  for  one  day  in  the  yea 
when  the  dark  winds  of  ai:tumn  returned. 

Son  of  the  distant  landj !  th'^u  dwellest  ; 
the  field  of  fame  :  O  let  thy  snnp.  rise,  at  time 
in  the  praise  of  those  that  fell :  that  their  th 
Ghosts  may  rejoice  around  thee;  and  (he  soul  i 
Lonna  come  on  a  nnon-beam  ||,  when  the 
liest  down  to  rest,  and  the  niron  looks  into  t^ 
cave.  Ihen  shall  thou  see  her  lovely,  but  U 
Ccar  is  still  on  her  check. 


t  The  poet  addresses  Iiiniself  to  the  Culdecr 

li  "  Be  thou  a  moon-beam,  O  Morna,  near  t]K 

window  of  my  rest ;  when  my  thoughts  are  c 

peace  aud  the  diti  of  aims  is  ovci  »    fingal,  B.3 


Conlaih^  Cuthona: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

ConUth  was  the  youngest  of  Morni's  sons,  aiiS 
brot!ier  to  the  celebrated  Gaul,  who  is  so  of- 
ten mentioned  in  Os^ian's  poems.  He  wa«  in 
love  with  Ciithona  the  daughter  of  Rumar, 
when  Toscar  the  s  .n  of  Kinsena,accompanied 
by  Feiculh  his  friend,  arrived,  from  Ireland, 
at  Mora  where  Conlath  dwelt.  He  was  hos- 
pitably received,  and  ac.ording  to  the  custom 
of  the  ti:n-s,  feasted  three  days  with  Con- 
lath.    On  the  fourth  l-.f;  ?ct  sail,  and  coasting 

)  the  island  of  waves,  rro'^Wy,  cme  of  the  He- 
brides, he  saw  Cuthcna  hjuting,  fell  in  love 
with  her,  and  carried  her  away,  by  force,  in 

(  his  ship.  He  was  forced,  by  stress  of  wea- 
,  ther,  into  I-thoua  a  desert  isle.  In  the  mean 
time  Conlath  hearing  of  the  rape,  sailed  after 
him,  and  found  him  on  the  point  of  sailing 
for  the  coast  of  Ireland.  They  fought;  and 
they,  and  their  followers,  fell  by  mutual 
wounds.  Cuihona  did  not  long  survive ;  for 
she  died  of  grief  the  thiid  day  after,    Finga!  j 
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kearing  of  their  unfortunate  death,  sent  Stir 
jnal  the  son  of  Moran  to  bury  them,  but  for 
got  to  send  a  bard  to  sing  the  funeral  sr 
oCer  their  tombs.  The  ghost  of  Conlath  cai 
long  after,  to  Ossian,  to  entrent  h'm  to  tra 
mit  to  posterity  his  and  Cuthona's  fame 
for  it  was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  that  th 
souls  of  the  deceased  were  not  happy  i" 
their  elegies  were  composed  by  a  baid. 

BID  not  Ossian  hear  a  voice?  or  is  itt 
sound  of  days  that  are  no  more  ?  Ofte: 
does  the  memory  of  former  times  come,  like  th 
evening  sun,  on  my  soiil.  The  noise  of  th 
chase  is  renewed ;  and,  in  thought,  I  lift  th 
spear.  But  Ossian  did  fee-r  a  voice  :  Who  ar 
thou,  sou  of  the  night?  The  sons  of  little  mei 
are  asleep,  and  the  midnight  wind  is  in  my  hall 
Perhaps  it  is  the  shield  of  Fingal  that  echoes  b 
the  blast:  it  hangs  in  Osiian's  hall,  and  he  feel 
it  sometimes  with  his  hands.  Yes  !  I  hear  thee 
my  friend  :  long  has  thy  voice  been  absent  fron 
mine  car!  What  brings  thee,  on  thy  cloud,  ti 
Ossian,  son  of  the  generous  Mo.ni !  Ar'  " 
friends  of  the  aged  near  thee  ?  Where  is  ( 
son  of  fame  ?  He  was  often  near  thee,  O  Conlath 
when  the  din  of  battle  rose. 

GHOSr  OF  CONL.^TH.  Sleeps  the  swee 
voice  of  Cona,  in  the  m-dst  of  his  rustling  hall 
Sleeps  Ossian  in  his  hall,  and  his  friends  withou 
their  fame?  The  sea  rolls  round  the  dark  I 
thonat,  and  our  tombs  are  not  seen  by  the  stran 
ger.  How  long  shall  our  fame  be  unheard,  sol 
of  the  echoing  Morven  ? 
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OSSI  AN.  O  that  mine  eyes  could  behold  thee;, 
!  thou  sittest,  dim,  on  thy  cloud  !  Art  thoa 
kethe  mist  of  Lano;  or  an  half-ext'uguished 
!heteor?  Of  what  are  the  skirts  of  thy  robe? 
afwhat  is  thine  airy  bow  !  Bat  he  is  gone  on 
iis  blast  like  the  shadow  of  mist.  Come  frorw 
thy  wall,  my  harp,  and  let  me  hear  thy  sound. 
Let  the  li?ht  of  memory  rise  on  I-ihona ;  that  I 
may  behold  my  friends;  And  Ossian  does  be- 
hold his  friends,  on  the  dark-blue  isle.  The 
cave  of  Thona  appears,  with  its  mossj;  rocks  and 
bending  trees.  A  stream  roars  at  its  mouth, 
and  Toscar  bends  over  its  course.  Fercuth  is 
■  y  his  side:  and  the  maid^  of  his  love  sits 
listance  and  weeps.  Does  the  wind  of  the 
vaves  deceive  me  ?  Or  do  I  hear  them  speak  ? 
■"03CAR.  The  night  was  stormy.  From 
r  hills  the  groaning  oaks  came  down.  The 
sea  darkly-tumbled  beneath  the  blast,  and  the 
roaring  waves  were  climbing  against  our  rocks. 
The  lightning  rame  often  and  shewed  the  blast- 
ed fern.  Feicuth!  I  saw  the  ghost  of  nightj. 
Silent  he  stood,  on  that  bank;  his  robe  of  mist 
fiew  on  the  wind.  I  could  behold  his  tears :  aa 
aged  man  he  seemed,  and  full  of  thought. 

FERCITTH.      It  was  thy  father,  O  Toscar  ; 
and  he  foresees  some  death    among  his  race. 


IT  Cuthona  the  daughter  of  Rumar,  whom 
Toscar  had  carried  av.'ay  by  force. 

II  It  was  long  thought,  in  the  north  of  Scot- 
land, that  storms  were  raised  by  the  ghosts  of  the 
deceased.  This  notion  is  still  entertained  by  the 
vulgar ;  for  they  think  that  whirlwinds,  and 
sudden  sijualls  of  wind  are  occasioned  by  spirits, 
who  transport  themselves,  in  that  maaaer,  fro« 
one  place  to  another. 
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Such  was  his  appearance  on  Croml',  before  ft 
great  Mr.-ronnant  fell.  Ullin}!  with  thy  hill 
of  grass,  how  pleasant  are  thy  vales  !  Silence  i 
near  thy  b'.iie  streams,  and  the  sun  is  on  th 
fields.  Soft  is  the  sound  of  the  harp  in  Selama* 
and  pleasant  the  cry  of  the  hunter  on  Cremla 
But  we  are  in  the  darli  I-thona,  surrounded  b' 
the  storm.  The  billows  lift  their  white  head 
above  our  rocks :  and  we  tremble  amidst  thi 
might. 

T03CAR.  Whither  is  the  soul  of  battle  fled 
Fercuth  v.ith  the  locks  of  age  !  1  have  Si:en  thei 
undaunted  in  danger,  and  thine  eyes  burnin( 
Tl^th  joy  in  the  fight.  Whither  is  the  soul  o 
battle  fled?  Our  fathers  never  feared.  Go 
riew  the  settling  sea :  the  stormy  wind  fs  laid 
The  billows  still  tremble  on  the  deep,  and  seen 
to  fear  the  blast.  But  view  the  settling  sea 
morning  is  grey  on  our  rocks.  The  sun  wil 
look  soon  from  hii  cast;  in  all  his  pride  of  light 
I  lifted  up  my  sails,  with  joy,  beibre  the  halls  ol 
generous  Cunlath.  My  course  was  by  the  isle  o| 
waves,  where  his  love  pursued  the  dear.  I  saw 
her,  like  that  beam  of  the  sun  that  issues  froir 
the  cloud.  Her  hair  was  on  her  heaving  breast  j 
she,  bending  forward,  drew  the  bow :  her  white 
arm  seemed,  behind  her,  like  the  snow  of  Crom. 
la.  Come  to  my  soul,  I  said,  thou  huntress  ol 
the  isle  of  waves  !  But  she  spends  her  time  in 
tears,  and  thinks  of  the  generous  Conlath. 
Where  can  I  find  thy  peace,  Cuthona,  lovely 


t  Mi-ronnan  was  the  brother  of  Toscar. 

S  Uliter  in  Ireland. 

*  Selamath — '  beautiful  to  behold,'  the  name 
Cif  Toscar's  palace,  on  the  coast  of  Ulster,  near 
Cj»e  mountain  Croiala,  the  scene  of  the  epic  poem. 
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CtJTHON' A  f.  A  distant  steep  bends  over  thS 
•ithf.ged  trcci  and  mossy  rocki:  the  bi!- 
oU  at  its  feet :  on  its  side  is  the  dwelling 
.  The  people  call  it  A-  dven.  Tiicre  the 
of  Mora  rise.  There  Coiilath  looks  over 
iljT  his  only  love.  The  daughters  of  thi 
lase  reiunied,  and  he  beheld  their  downcast 
Where  is  the  daughter  of  Rumari  But 
ns^e.ed  rot.  My  peace  dwells  on  Ard. 
._,>u  of  the  distant  lar.d! 
TOJCAR.  And  Cuthona  sbaU  return  to  her 
;  to  the  halls  of  generous  ConUth.     He  is 

iend  of  Toscar:  1  have  feasted  in  his  halls. 

Ris3,  ye  gentle  breezes  of  UUin,  and  stretch  n\f 
sails  towards  Ardven's  shores.  Cuthona  shall 
test  on  Ardvcn  ;  b-it  the  days  of  Toscar  will  bs 
sad.  I  shall  sit  in  my  cave  in  the  field  of  the 
8U11.  Tiie  blast  will  rustic  in  my  trees,  and  t 
shall  thuik  it  is  Cuthona's  voice.  But  she  is  dis. 
lant  far,  in  the  halls  of  tne  mighty  Conlath. 

CUTHONA.  Oh!  what  cloud  is  that?  It 
carries  the  ghosts  of  my  fathers,  I  sec  the  skirts 
of  their  robes,  liice  grey  and  watry  mist.  When 
shall  I  faH,  O  Rumac?  Sad  Cuthona  sees  h.r 
death.    Will  not  ConUth  behold  me,  before  ( 

OSST  AN .  And  he  will  behold  thee,  O  mad  : 
he  comes  along  the  rolling  sea.  The  death  (<f 
Toscar  is  dark  un  his  spear;  and  a  wound  is  :;i 
his  side.    He  is  pale  at  the  tave  of  Thona,  ami 


t  Cuthona,  '  the  mournful  s^und  of  the 
waves ;  a  poetical  came  given  her  by  Ossian,  on 
account  of  her  mourning  to  the  ssuad  of  th? 
waves ;  her  nan.o,  in  tradition,  is  Gyrm-huii, 
*  the  blue  eyed  maid.' 

t  The  gi^teT 
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aTiCWs  his  ghastly  wound.  Where  art.  !iou  *it& 
tJiy  tears,  Cuthona?  thechiefuf  Mora  dies.  The 
vision  grows  dim  on  my  m-r.d  :  I  behold  the 
chiefs  uo  more.  Bui,  0  ye  bitiJs  uf  future  times,  ■ 
remember  tlie  fall  of  Couiath  with  tc.T-s  :  he  fell 
before  his  day  ;  and  sadness  darkened  in  his  hall. 
His  mother  looked  to  his  shield  on  the  -.vail,  and 
it  was  bloody.|.  She  knew  that  her  hero  died, 
and  her  sorrow  was  heard  on  Mora.  Art  thou 
pale  on  thy  rock,  Cuthona,-  beside  the  fallen 
chiefs  ?  Night  comes,  and  day  returns,  but  none  ! 
appears  to  raise  their  tomb.  Thou  frightenest  i 
the  screaming  fowls  away,  and  thy  tears  for  c 
flow.  Thou  art  pale  as  a  watry  cloud,  that  r 
from  a  lake. 

The  sons  of  the  desert  came,  and  they  found 
her  dead.  They  raise  a  torjib  over  the  here 
and  she  rests  at  th»  side  of  Conlath-  Conic 
tK>  my  dreams,  O Conlath  ;  for  :h'.u  i.ast  recsi 
thy  fa'.i^.  Be  thy  voice  f.-.r  distant  from 
hall;  lh:.t  sleep  may  descend  at  nijjbl  O  that 
I  could  forget  my  friends ;  till  my  footsteps  c( 
to  be  seen  !  till  I  come  among  them  with  j 
ajid  lay  my  aged  limbs  iu  the  narrow  house ! 


II  It  w.-is  thi  opinjun  of  the  limes,  tiiat  the 
arms  loft  by  the  lieroes  at  home,  became  bljody 
the  very  inst.'.nt  their  owners  were  killed,  tho* 
at  ever  so  great  a  disuntg. 
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Cart  lion  : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Tiiis  poem  is  complete,  and  the  subject  of  it,  as 
of  most  of  Ossian's  compositions,  tragicaL  I* 
the  time  of  Comhal  the  son  of  Trath.-il,  an* 
father  of  the  celetvated  Fingal,  Cltssaramor 
the  son  of  Thaddu  and  brother  of  Morna,  Fin- 
gal's  mother,  vas  driven  by  a  storm  into  the 
river  Clyde,  on  the  banks  of  which  s  ood  Bal- 
clutha,  a  town  belonging  to  the  Britons  be- 
tween the  walls.  He  was  hospitably  received 
by  Reuthamir,  the  principal  man  in  the  place, 
who  gave  him  Moiaa  his  only  daughter  in 
niarriase.  Reuda,  the  son  of  Cormo,  a  Britoa 
who  was  in  love  with  Moina,  cam.e  to  Reu- 
thamJr's  house,  and  behaved  haughtiiy  towards 
Clessammor.  A  quarrel  ensued,  in  whicli 
Keudo  was  killed  ;  the  Britons  who  attended 
him  pressed  so  fardon  Clessanmior,  that  he 
was  ohh"ged  to  throw  himself  into  the  Clyde, 
and  swim  to  his  ship.  He  hoisted  sail,  acj 
the  wind  being  favourable,  bore  l.im  out  to 
sea.  He  often  endeavoured  tg  return,  and 
carry  off  his  beloved  Moina  by  night ;  but  the 
wind  continuing  contiary,  he  was  forced  t* 
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,  who  had  been  left  with  child  by  her  hua- 
,  brought  forth  a  son,  and  cliea  soon  after. 
thamir  named  the  child  Carthon,  i.e. '  the 
■  of  waves,'  from  the  storm  which 
carried  off  Cleisammor  his  father,  who  was 
supposed  to  have  been  cr-st  away.  When  Car- 
thon was  three  years  old,  Comhal  the  fa'her 
of  Flngal,  in  one  of  his  expeditions  against  the 
Britons,  took  and  burnt  Balclutha.  Reutha- 
mir  was  killed  in  the  attack:  and  Cavthon 
was  carried  safe  away  by  his  nurse,  who  fled 
farther  into  the  country  of  the  Britons.  Car- 
thon, coming  to  man's  estate,  was  resolved  to 
revenge  the  fall  of  Balclutha  on  Comhal's 
posterity.  He  set  sail  from  the  Clyde,  and, 
failing  on  the  coast  of  Ivl.nven,  defeated  two 

progres  li  V  L  ,  ;  ':  ,  i.  ',  ^ii^.y  killed 
by  his  f-;  ,     ,'  ,-,-!.   .vii.bst. 

This  s;        ;  i-  ;>re  ent 

poem,  V,  ■  1  ..  J  J  ngti.e 

death  of  v>  ■.  :■•.,■,):'  .■.  ,  :  ,iiic(l  before 
is  introiluced  1)7  way  of  eplj  jde.  'Ihe  poem  is 
adilxessed  to  Alaivina  the  daughter  of  loscar. 

A  TALE  of  the  times  of  old!  The  deeds  of 
Oav  s  of «ther  years. 
The  murmur  of  thy  streams,  O  Lora,  brings 
back  the  memory  of  the  past.  The  sound  of  thy 
Tioods,  Gainsallar,  is  lovely  in  mine  ear.  Dost 
thou  not  behoM,  Malvina,  a  roc'<  with  its  head 
ot  heath?  Three  aged  firs  bend  from  its  face  ; 
r^reen  is  the  narr  ;w  plain  at  i'.s  .'^ect;  there  the 
fl  ..wer  of  the  mountain  grows,  and  sliakes  -its 
vhitc  head  in  the  breeze.  The  thistle  is  there 
alone,  and  sheds  its  aged  beard.  Two  stones, 
Iji'f  sunk  in  the  ground,  shew  their  heads  of 
ni><;s.  The  deer  of  the  m.ourtain  avoids  the 
f>U>.Cj  for  he  behaids  the  grey  ghu^t  that  guards 
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it},  for  the  mighty  lie,  O  Malvina,  in  the  ilav. 
—>\r  pla'n  of  the  r.'ck. 

A  tale  of  the  times  of  old !  the  deeds  of  dayg 
of  other  years. 

Who  Climes  from  the  land  of  strangers,  with 
!i  thousands  around  him  ?  the  sun-beani  pours 
its  biisht  stream  before  him ;  and  liis  hair  meets 
the  wind  of  his  hills.  His  face  is  settled  from 
war.  He  iscalmas  theeveniBgbeam.liiatlixjks 
from  the  t'oud  of  the  west,  on  Cona's  silent  vnle. 
Wao  is  it  but  Comhal's son^,  the  king  i.f  luigiity 
deeds!  he  beholds  hU  hills  with  jov,  and  buis  a 
tiiijusaiid  voices  rise.  Ye  have  fled  over  yoi/r 
fields,  ye  sons  of  the  distant  lani  !  The  king  of 
the  world  sits  in  bis  hall,  and  hears  of  his  peo- 
ple's flight.  He  lifts  his  red  eye  of  pride,  and 
takes  his  Ca'.hcr's  swo-d.  «  Ye  nave  fled  over 
yo-irfi-iil:,        ■       ...       tr^ntlandi" 

such  v  ...e  bards,  when  they 

camet-;  . -.lurisand  Ushts|:  from 

the  str.u-r:  >  .  -  .  .,  i-i  the  midst  of  the 
people.  I'i.^  .;.j;  j  -,;.d  around;  and  the 
night  pas5:d  2  .My  i:i  joy.  «'  Wnere  is  the  noble 
Clessammorf"    said     the   tair-haired    FingaU   . 


t  It  was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  that  deer 
saw  the  ghosts  01  the  dead.  To  this  day,  when 
beasts  siiddenlv  start  without  any  apparent  cause, 
the  vulgar  think,  that  they  see  the  spirits  of  the 
deceased. 

5  Fingal  returns  here,  from  an  expedition  a- 
giunstlhe  R  >nians,  which  was  celebrated  by  ps- 
si^n  in  a  particular  poem. 

li  Probably  \vax-U3hts:  which  .ire  often  men- 
tioned 3i carried,  aniuug  othci-  booty,  from  the 
Roman  province.  .     ,    . 

t  Cleasamh-mor,  'mighty  docds,> 
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**  Where  Is  the  companion  of  my  fither,  in  the 
days  of  my  joy  i  Sullen  and  dark  he  passes  hia 
d»ys  in  the  vale  of  echoing  Lora :  but,  behold, 
he  comes  from  ths  hill,  like  a  steed  in  his 
strength,  who  finds  his  companions  in  the  breeze; 
andt<isss5  his  bright  mane  in  the  wind.  Blest 
be  the  soul  of  Clessammor,  why  so  long    from 

"  Returns  the  chief,"  said  Clessammor,  " 
the  midst  of  nis  fame.'  Such  wis  the  renown  of 
Comhalin  thebiltks  of  his  yoiuh.  Of:en  did* 
«=€  pass  over  Carun  to  the  Liad  of  the  strangers  ; 
our  swords  returned,  not  unstained  with  blood: 
nor  did  the  kings  of  the  world  rejoxe.  Why  do 
I  remember  the  battles  tif  my  youth  ?  My  hair  it 
tnixed  with  grey.  My  hand  forgets  to  bend  the 
bow ;  and  I  lift  a  lighter  spear.  O  that  my  joy 
would  retu  n,  zs  when  I  H  st  beheld  the  ma  d; 
the  white-bosomed  daughter  of  strangers,  MoJ-  ' 
na*  with  the  dark-blue  eyes!" 

"  Tell,"  said  the  mighty  Fincjilj  "  the  tale  of 
thy  youthful  days.  Sorrow,  like  a  cloud  on  the 
sun,  shades  the  soul  of  Clessammor.  Mournful 
are  thy  thoughts,  ^lone,  on  the  banks  of  the  roar, 
ing  Lora.  Let  us,  hear  the  sorrow  of  thy  youth, 
and  the  darkness  of  thy  days. 

«  It  was  in  the  days  of  peace,"  replied  the  great 
Clessammor,  « I  came,  in  my  bounding  ship, 
to  Balclutha'sll  walls  of  towers.    The  wind  had 


*  Muina,  *  soft  in  temper  and  pers.  n.'  We 
find  1  he  British  names  in  this  poem  derived  from 
the  Gaelic,  which  is  a  proof  that  the  ancient  lan- 
guage of  the  whole  island  was  one  and  the  same. 

II  Balclutha,  i.  e.  the  town  of  -lyde,  probably 
tkii  Alduth  of  3cde. 
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roared  behind  my  sails,  and  Clutha'sJ  streams 
received  my  <l-rk-bosonied  vessel.  Three  dayj 
1  remained  in  Reuthaniir's  ha'.U,  ami  sa'.v  that 
beam  oi  light,  his  daughter.  The  joy  "f  theshell 
went  round,  and  the  aged  hero  gave  the  fair. 
Her  breasts  wer2  lik.e  foam  on  the  wave,  and 
her  eyes  like  stars  of  light :  her  hair  was  dark 
as  the  raven's  wing :  her  soul  was  generous  and 
mild.  My  love  lor  Moina  was  great;  and  my 
Jieart  poured  forth  in  joy. 

"  I'he  son  of  a  stranger  came ;  a  chief  who 
loved  the  white-bosomed  Moina.  His  words 
were  mighty  in  the  hail,  and  he  often  half  un- 
sheathed his  sword.  Where,  he  said,  is  the 
jnightv  Comhal,  the  res' less  wanderer^  of  the 
heath;  Conies  he,  with  his  host,  to  Balclutha, 
since  Clessammor  i=  "  •-""  '  My  s'  i!,  I  replied, 
O  wari'ior!  burns  ■:!  ■■  <''        '  v  i.     Island 

with.mt  fear  in  tac  ..  :  .  ■  .  .  ■.'•:-,  thougb 
the  valiant  are  di5-a:,    ,  ■        ;  thy  words 

are  n.ightv,  for  C'c-  >  ,  .  ;  .-  ...  ..;.  But  my 
sword  trembles  by  my  s:dc,  an  1  lor.ss  to  glitter 
in  my  hand.  Spealc  no  more  of  Comhal,  son  of 
the  w'i'idingClutha!" 

«  The  strength  of  his  pride  arose.   We  fought ; 


X  Clutha,  or  Cluath,  the  Gaelic  name  of  the 
river  Clyde;  the  signiEcat-on  of  the  word  is 
«  bending,'  in  allusion  to  the  winding  coarse  of 
that  rive-.    Troui   Clutha  is  derived  its  Latin 

JT.ie  word  in  the  original  here  rendered  > 
« restle^*!  •..  anderer,'  is  Scuta,  vrhich  is  the  true 
origin  u.  the  Scoti  of  the  Romans;  an  oppro- 
brious T'lwap.  imposed  by  the  Britous,  on  tlie  Ca- 
ledonians, on  account  of  UiC  coutinual  >r.(ursioi(9 
into  their  country. 


lie  fell  beneath 


Hid  a  ttu)u; 


The  banks  of  Clatht^ 


round.  I  fougtit:  tlie  str<»nj;ers  ptevaiicd:  I 
4)luaged  into  the  stream  of  Ciutha.  My  white 
sails  rose  over  the  waves,  andl  bounded  outhe 
dark.bl>je  sea.  Moina  came  to  the  shore,  and 
rolled  liie  red  t,c  ■  ('  her  tears:  her  dark  hair  ! 
flew  on  •!.  :  :  ..i  1  I.-.ard  her  cries.    Often 

did  I  t;:   ^  tie  winds  of  the  eust 

:  have  t  ?een  : 


n  hvir. 


!hc  fell 


i\l  in  tKe  halls  :  and 
-rd  no  more.  The 
•i!  from  its  place,  by 

thistle  shook,  there. 


his  poeticrl  ponius,  a:i^  liis  I'o't 
events  — O'l'iaherty  st!C5  so  far  ; 
FiBgal's  i^ws  wcie  extUAi  in  his  o 
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"ely  head  :  the  moss  %yhisUed  to  the  wind, 
fox  looked  out  from  the  wiitdows,  the  rank 

s  the  dwelling  of  Moina,  silence  is  in  the 
house  of  her  fr.thers.  K  lise  the  song  of  mourn- 
ing, O  bards,  over  the  land  of  strangers.  They 
have  but  fallen  beiore  us :  for,  one  day,  we  must 
fall.  Why  dost  thou  build  the  hall,  son  of  the 
winged  diys  ?  *rhou  lookest  from  thy  towers  lo- 
ci ly ;  yet  a  few  years,  and  the  bl?st  of  ihe  desert 

es  ;  it  howls  in  thy  empty  court,  and  whistle* 

id  thy  half- worn  shield.  And  let  the  blast 
of  the  desert  come !  we  shall  be  renowned  in  our 
day.  The  mark  of  my  arm  shall  be  in  the  bat- 
tle, and  my  name  in  the  song  of  bards.  Raise 
the  so.ng;  send  round  the  shell:  and  let  joy 
be  haird  in  my  hall.  When  thou,  sua  of  hea* 
ven,  Shalt  fail !  if  thou  Shalt  fail,  thou  mighty 
light !  if  thy  brightness  is  for  a  season,  like 
Finp-.l  ;  our  fame  shall  survive  thy  beams." 

Such  was  the  song  of  Fingal,  in  the  dny  of  his 
joy.  His  thousand  bards  leaned  forward  from 
their  seats,  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  king.  It  was 
like  the  mus-c  of  the  harp  on  the  gale  of  the 
spting.  Lovely  were  thy  thoughts,  O  Kngal! 
why  had  not  Ossian  the  strength  of  thy  soul  ? 
But  thou  slandest  alone,  my  father  5  and  who  can 
equal  the  king  of  Morven  ? 

The  night  passed  away  in  song,  ami  morning 
returned  in  joy:  the  mountains  shewed  their  grey 
heads  ;  and  the  blue  face  of  ocean  siuilcd.  The 
white  wave  is  seen  tumbling  round  the  distant 
rock ;  the  grey  mist  rises,  siowly,  f.om  the  lake. 
It  came,  in  the  figure  of  an  aged  man,  along  tlie 
silent  plain.  Its  large  limbs  did  no:  move  in 
steps  ;  for  a  ghost  supported  it  in  mid  air.  It 
cam;  towards  Selaia'shall,  and  dissolved  in  a. 
shott-er  of  bloud. 
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The  king  alone  beheld  the  terrible  sight,  as4 
6e  foresaw  the  death  of  the  people.  He  came, 
in  silence,  to  his  hall ;  and  took  his  father's  spear. 
The  mail  rattled  on  his  breast.  The  heroes  rose 
around.  They  looked  in  silence  on  each  other, 
marking  the  eyes  of  Fiiigal.  They  saw  the  bat- 
tle in  his  face  :  the  death  of  arnnies  on  his  spear, 
A  thousand  shields,  at  once,  aie  placed  on  their 
arms  :  and  thev  drew  a  thousand  swords.  The 
hall  of  Salma  brightened  around.  -  The  clang  of 
arms  ascends.  The  grey  dogs  howl  in  their 
place.  No  word  is  among  the  mightv  chie'"s- 
Each  marked  the  eyes  of  the  king ;  and  half, 
assumed  his  spear. 

*'  Sons  of  Morven,"  begun  the  kine,  "  this  is 
no  time  to  fill  the  shell.  The  battle  darkens  near 
us ;  and  death  hovers  over  the  land.  Some 
ghost,  the  friend  of  Fingal,  has  forewarned  us  of 
the  foe.  The  sons  of  the  stranger  corns  from 
the  darkly  rolling  sea.  For,  from  the  wf*~ 
came  the  sign  of  Morven's  gloomy  danger, 
each  assume  his  heavy  spear,  and  gird  on  ui» 
father's  sword.  Let  the  dark  helmet  rise  on 
every  head  ;  and  the  mail  pour  its  lightning  from 
every  side.  The  battle  gathers  like  a  tempest, 
and  soon  shall  ye  hear  the  roar  of  death." 

The  hero  moved  on  before  his  host,  like  a  cloud 
before  a  ridge  of  heaven's  fire ;  when  it  pours 
on  thesJS^'of  night,  and  mariners  foresee  a  storm. 
On  Cona's  rising  heath  they  stood:  the  white- 
bosomed  maids  beheld  them  above  like  a  grove" ; 
thev  foresaw  the  der.th  of  their  youths, and  look- 
e.!  t  Avadj  the  sea  with  fear.  The  white  wave 
deceived  them  f,)r  dista:it  s:::ls,  and  the  tear  is  on 
the.:  ca.-ek.  The  sun  rose  on  the  sea,  and  we 
behcM  a  distant  fl.-et.  Like  the  mist  of  oceaa 
they  came:  and  pr>ured  their  youth  upon  the 
coast-  The  chief  was  among  thera,  like  the  stag 
in  the  midst  of  the  berd.    Uis  shield  is  studdeB 
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with  gold,  and  stately  strode  the  king  ef  spear*. 
He  moved  towards  Sclma  ;  his  thousands  move* 

*'  Go,  with  thy  song  of  peace,"  said  Fingal ; 

go,  UUin,  to  the  king  of  swords.  TeU  him 
that  we  are  mighty  in  battle  ;  and  that  the  ghosts 
of  oar  foes  are  many.  But  renowned  are  they 
who  have  feasted  in  my  halls !  they  shew  the 
armst  of  my  fathers  in  a  foreign  land  :  the  son* 
of  the  strangers  wonder,  and  bless  the  friends  of 
Morven's  race;  for  our  names  have  been  heard 
afar ;  the  kings  of  the  world  shook  in  the  midst 
of  their  people." 

Ullin  went  with  his  song.  Fir.gal  rested  on 
his  ipear  :  he  saw  the  mighty  foe  in  his  armour : 
and  he  blest  the  stranger's  son.  "How  stately- 
art  thou  j  son  of  the  sea!"  said  the  king  of  woody 
Morven.  "  Thy  sword  is  a  b^am  of  might  by 
thy  side  :  thy  spear  is  a  fir  that  defies  the  storm. 
The  varied  face  of  the  moon  is  not  broader  than 
thy  shield.  Ruddy  is  thy  face  of  vouth  !  soft 
the  ringlets  ot  thy  hair  !  But  this  tree  may  fall  ; 
and  his  memory  be  forgot !  The  daughter  of  the 
stranger  will  be  sad,  and  loolc  to  the  rolling  sea: 
the  children  v.ill  say,  "  We  see  a  ship  ;  perhaps 
it  is  the  king  ot  Balclutha."  The  tear  starts 
from  their  mother's  eye.  Her  thoughts  are  of 
him  that  sleeps  in  Morven." 

Such  were  the  words  of  the  king,  when  UUin 
came  to  the  mighty  Carthon :  he  threw  down 
the  spear  before  him;  and  raised  the  song  of 


f  It  was  a  custom  among  the  ancient  Scots,  i» 
exchange  arms  with  their  guests,  and  those  arm* 
were  preserved  long  in  the  dilTerent  familes,  as 
monjments  of  the  i'riendship  which  subsisted ke« 
tfcxen  their  ar—'— 
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peace.  "  Come  to  the  feast  of  Finga!,  Carthes, 
irom  the  rolling  ssa  !  partake  the  feast  of  the 
king,  or  lift  the  speiir  .)f  war.  The  ghosts  of  our 
foes  are  ma:iy  :  but  rcmiwncd  are  the  -ricnds  of 
Morven!  Beholii  that  tldd,  OCarthon;  many  a 
green  hill  rises  there  with  mossy  ston.'s  and 
rustling  grass  ;  these  are  the  tombs  of  Fingal's 
foes,  the  sons  of  lite  rolling  sea." 

"  Dost  thou  speak  to  the  feeble  inarms,"  said 
Carth'in,"  bard  of  the  woody  Morven  ?  Is  my  face 
pale  for  fear,  sou  of  the  peaceful  sorg  ?  Why,   , 
then,  dost  thou  think  to  darken  my  soul  with  the  ; 
tales  of  those  who  fell ?  My  arm   has  fuugltt  in  ^ 
the  battle ;  m  y  renown  is  known  afar.    Go  to  the ,  • 
feeble  in  arms,  and  bid  them  yield  to  Fingal. 
Kaveno^  I  seen  the  f^.llen  Baklutha?  and  shall' 
I  feast  v.'ithComhai'sson?  Coniball  who  threw 
his  fire  in  the  mi.Ict  of  my  father's  hall!  T  was 
young,  and  knew  not  the  cause  why  the  v'rgins; 
wept.    The  columns  of  smoke  plc-i?ed  nnne  eye, 
when  they  rose  above  my  walls  ;  I  often  looked 
back,  with  gladness,  when  my  friends  fled  ulotig 
the  hill.    But  when  the  years  of  my  youtli-came 
on,  I  beheld  the  moss  of  my  fallen  walls :  my 
sigh  arose  with  the  morninr,  and  my  tears  ^ 
scended  with  night.    Shall  1  not  fi^ht,  T  said  __ 
my  soul,  against  the  children  of  my  foes?   And 
I  will  figh  ,  O  bard ;  I  feel  the  strength  of  my 

hIs  people  ga'heve  1  around  the  hero,  and 
drew,  at  :■■-'.  "^  -r  ■■  ---^  ?-.vords.  He  stands, 
inlheni:  >.!i re :  the  tear  half- 

starting  !  •.!io'.:^;.c  of  the  fallen 

Bulclutii.  :  priile  of  bis  soul 

arose.     S.  up  to  the  hill,  where 

our  heroes  s."i  uj  r!  ati:.i  ;  the  spear  trembled 
in  his  hand:  a::d,  tiCiidiiig  forwaid,  he  seemed 
to  threaten  the  king. 

"  Shall  I,"  said  Fingal  to  bis  soul,  "  meet. 
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ce,  the  king  :  Shall  I  stop  him,  in  the  midst 
,_  -  js  course,  before  his  fame  shall  arise  ?  But 
the  oard,  hertafter,  may  tay,  when  he  sees  the 
tomb  of  Carthon  ;  Fingal  took  his  thousands, 
Plong  with  h.ni,  to  battle,  before  the  noble  Car- 
thou  fell.  No  :  bards  of  the  times  to  come !  thuu 
sh;ilt  not  lessen  Fingal's  fame.  My  heroes  will 
fight  the  youth,  and  Fingal  behold  'he  batHe. 
If  be  overcomes,  I  rush,  in  my  strength ,  like 
the  roaring  stream  of  Cona.  Who,  of  my  heroes, 
will  meet  the  son  of  the  rolling  sea?  Many  arc 
his  V.  arrioj-s  on  the  coast :  and  strong  is  his  ashea 

Cathulj  rose,  in  his  strength,  the  son  of  the 
mislity  Lormar :  thre«  hundred  youths  attend 
the  chief,  the  race!'  of  his  nat.ve  streams.  Fee- 
ble vas  his  arm  gainst  Carthon ;  he  feU,  ?.nd 
his  heroes  fled.  Connalf  resumed  the  battle, 
but  he  broke  his  heavy  spear;  he  lay  bound  on 
the  field :  and  Carthon  pursued  his  people. 
."  C!essamn.or ! "  said  the  king*  of  Morven, 
"  where  is  the  spear  of  thy  strength !  Wilt  thou 
behold  Coiinal  bi'ur.d  ,  thy  friend,  at  the  stream 
ofLora!  Rise,  in  the  light  of  thy  steel,  thou 
fiiecd  of  Conihsl.    Let  the  youth  of  Lalclutlia 


+  C?.th-'hiiil,  '  the  eye  of  battle.' 

Ij  It  appears,  from  this  passage,  that  clanship 
V.'as  established  in  the  days  of  Fingal,  though  not 
on  the  same  footing  with  the  present  tribes  in 
the  north  of  Scotland. 

If  This  Connal  is  very  much  celebrated,  in  an- 
cient poetry,  for  his  wisdom  and  valour:  there 
is  asmal!  tr^be  still  subsisting,  in  the  North,w  ho 
pretend  they  are  descended  frcm  him. 

*  Fingal  did  not  then  tn;.w  thai  Carthon  {  as 
the  s.n  v^f  Clessiiunior. 
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feel  the  strength  of  Morven's  lace."  He  rose  I 
the  strength  of  his  si  eel,  shaking  his  grisly  locks 
He  fitted  the  shield  to  his  side  ;  and  rushed,  " 
the  pride  of  valour. 

Carthon  stood,  on  that  heathy  rock,  and  s: 
the  hero's  approai  h.  He  loved  the  terrible  }_ 
of  his  face:  and  his  strength,  in  the  locks  of  ag< 
"  Shall  1  hit  that  sp<;ar,"  he  said,  "  that  jneve 
strikes,  but  once,  the  foe  ?  Or  shall  I,  with  th 
words  of  peace,  preserve  thewari  ior's  lifef  State 
ly  are  his  steps  of  age  >.  lovel/  the  reDinant  of  hi 
years.  Perhaps  it  is  the  love  ot  Moina  ;  the  ft 
therofKir-burne  Carthon.  Often  h:.\cl  1: 
that  he  dwelt  at  the  echoing  strea  r  of  Lore 

Such  were  his  words,  when  Clessamnior  ( 
and  lifted  high  his  spear.  '1  he  youth  ret 
it  on  his  shield,  and  spoke  the  words  of  \ 
*«  Warrior  of  the  aged  locks!  Is  thtre  no  ■ 
to  lift  the  spear?  Hast  thou  no  son,  to  rai; 
shield  before  his  father,  and  to  meet  the  ai 
•youthrlsthespouscof  thy  line  nu  mere?  or  ' 
she  over  (he  tonib^  oi  thy  sor.s  ?  Art  tliou  of  th 
kings  of  inen  ?  Wliat  Miill  be  Uie  fame  c  " 
sword  if  thuu  shall  fa'l  ?" 

"  It  will  be  greatj  t.nou  son  of  prii'e  !"  begii 
the  tall  Clessanimor ;  I  have  been  renowned  i 
tattle  ;  but  I  never  told  my  namef  to  a  foe.    Yiel 


■t  To  tell  one's  name  to  an  enemy  w 
ed  in  those  days  of  heroism,  ananif. 
(uf  fighting  him  :  for,  if  it  was  once  kr 

friendship  subsisted,  of  eld,  beti'een 


e  anLient  an.ity  of  their  /orefathe 
3s  of  old^  a.",  ignoaiiiiious  term  ft 
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e,  son  sf  the  wave,  and  then  thou  shalt 

1-,  that  the  mark  of  my  sword  is  in  many  a 

field."    "  I  never  yielded,  king  of  spears !"  re. 

pfied  the  noble  pride  of  Carthon:    "  I  have  als« 

fought  in  battles  !  and  1  beheld  my  future  lame. 

Despise  me  not,  thou  chief  of  men  ;  my  arm, 

my  spear  is  strong.     Retire  among  thy  friepds, 

and  let  young  heioes  fight."    «'  Why  dost  thou 

wound  my  soul ! "  replied  Clessammor  with  a 

'ar.     "Age  docs  not  trembie  on    my  hand; 

still  can  lift  the  sword.    Shall  I  fly  in  Fingal's 

gilt  ;  in  the  sight  of  him  I'loved  >.  Son  of  the 

;a  »  I  never  fled  :  exalt  thy  pointed  spear." 

They  fought,  like  two  contending  winds,  that 

Strive  to  roll  the  wave.    Carthon  bade  his  spear 

to  err;  for  he  still  thought  that  the  foe  was  the 

spouse  of  Moina.   He  broke  C!essaninior's  beamy 

spear  in  twain,  nnd  seized  his   shining  sword. 

But  as  Carthon  was  binding  the  chief;  the  chief 

drew  tlie   dagger  o"  his  fathers.      He  saw  the 

foe's    uncovered   side;    and   opened,    there,  a 

Fingal  saw  Classammor  low :  he  moved  in  the 
sound  of  his  steel  The  host  stocd  silent,  in  his 
presence ;  thcv  turaed  their  eyes  towards  the 
hero.  He  came,  like  the  sullen  noise  of  a  storm, 
before  the  wii-.ds  arise :  ,  the  hunter  hears  it  in 
the  vale,  and  retires  to  the  cave  of  the  rock. 
Carthon  stood  in  his  plaie  :  the  blood  is  rushing 
down  his  side :  he  saw  the  coming  down  of  the 
king ;  and  his  hopes  c  f  fame  arosef ;  but  pale 


i  This  exuression  admits  of  a  do,.ble  meaning, 
either  that  Carli-.on  hoped  to  acquire  glory  by 
killing  FiiiEii,  or  to  be  rendered  famous  by  fall- 
ing bv  his  hand ;  the  last  is  the  mcst  probable,  w 
CMttoa  is  already  wousdcd. 
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was  his  check:  his  hair  fifw  Inose,  his  belnu 
shook  on  h^gh :  the  forte  of  Caiiaon  failed !  bu 
bis  soul  was  str"n!». 

Finga!  beheld  the  hero's  blood ;  he  stnpt  th 
uplifted  spear.  "  Yield,  king  of  swords  !"  sai 
Comhal's  son ;  "  I  behold  thy  blood.  Thou  has 
been  niiphty  in  bntlle;  and  thy  fame  shall  neve 
fade."  "  Art  thou  the  kingsu  far  renowned  r 
replied  the  car-borue  Carthon.  "  Art  thou  tha 
light  of  dentil,  that  fri(;hrens  the  kings  of  th 
world?  15ut  uhy  should  Cailhcn  ask?  for  he  i 
like  the  stream  of  the  desert;  strong  as  a  river 
in  his  course:  swift  as  the  eagle  of  the  sky. 
that  I  liad  fought  wii  h  the  king ;  that  my  faov 
might  be  grdt  in  the  song !  that  the  hunter  be 
holding  my  tomb,  might  say,  he  fought  with  th 
mighty  Fingal.  But  Carthon  dies  unknown  "  " 
has  po-.iicd  out  his  force  on  the  feeble  " 

«  But  thou  Shalt  nc^  die  unknown,"  repliw 
the  kinr;  of  woi  dy  Mcrven  :  "  my  bads 
manv,  O  Carthon  !  and  their  songs  descer 
futi.r'e  times.  The  children  of  the  years  In 
shall  hear  the  fr-me  of  Carthon  ;  w^en  thi  . 
round  the  burning  oak|j,  and  the  night  is  spen 
in  the  s.  nps  of  old.  The  hunter,  sitting  in  thi 
heath,  shall  hear  the  rustling  blast ;  and,  raisin) 
tis  eyes,  behold  the  rock  where  Carthon  fell 
He  shall  turn  to  his  son,  and  shew  the  plau 
v^iere  the  mighty  fought ;  There  the  king  o 
laklutha  fought,  like  the  strength  of  a  thousanc 


|l  In  thenorthof  Scotland, till  very  lately,thej 
burnt  a  large  trunk  of  an  oak  at  their  festivals  i 
it  was  called  the  trunk  of  the  feiist.     Time  had 
so  much  consecrated  the  custom,  that  the  vulj 
t.'ioi:gbt  it  a  kiad  ot  sauilese  to  disuse  it. 
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Joy  rose  in  Carthon's  face :  he  lifted  his  heavy 
j>es.  He  gave  his  sword  to  Fingal,  to  lie  withia 
his  h?.U,  that  the  n-.emory  of  Balcl-.itha's  king 
might  remain  on  Morven.    The  battle  ceased 

iong  the  field,  for  the  bard  had  sung  the  song 
jf  peace.  The  chiefs  gathered  round  the  falling 
Carth'.n,  and  heard  his  words,  with  sighs.  Si- 
lent they  leaned  on  their  spcHrs,  while  Baldutfca's 
hero  spoke.  His  ha  r  sighed  in  the  wind,  and 
"'  -A-OTds  were  feeble. 

King  of  Morven,"  Carthon  said,  "  I  fall  in 
tlsemidslofmycour  e.  Ak  e  an  cmb  receives, 
in  youth,  the  lai-     :   -  j     Dark- 

ness dwells  =.n  B  1  daws  of 

grief  in  Crathrr.o.  ■  nibrance 

on  the  banks  if  L  .  .3  dwelt. 

Perhaps  the  he si-Li.  -  -mm  over 

his  fallen  Carthon."  Hs  wire's  rc-dcV.cd  ttje 
teart  of  C'essammor  ;  he  fell,  in  silence,  on  his 
son.  The  host  stood  darkened  aiound  :  no  voice 
is  on  the  plains  of  Lora.  Night  came,  and  the 
mr^i",  from  the  east,  looked  on  the  mournful 
£.  :  at  sti'.l  they  stocd,  like  a  silent  grove  tbat 
head  on  Gormal,  when  the  loud  winds 
.  ^.nd  dark  autumn  is  on  the  plain. 
i  j:  ('ays  they  mourned  over  Carthon :  on 
ll.t  ;,  ,.rih  his  fatJier  died.  In  the  narrow  plain 
gf  iLe  reck  they  lie;  and  a  dim  ghost  defenc's 
their  tomb.  There  lovely  Moina  is  often  seen  : 
when  the  sun-beam  darts  on  the  rock,  and  all 
around  is  dark.  There  she  is  seen,  Malvina,  but 
not  like  the  daughters  of  the  hill.  Her  robes 
are  from  the  strangers  land  i    and  she  is  still 

Fingal  was  sad  for  Carthon ;  he  desired  h:a 
br.rdslomark  thedav,  when  shadowy  aulunia 
returned.  And  often  did  they  mark  the  duy, 
and  sing  the  hero's  praise-  "  Who  comes  so  dark 
from  ctcaa's  i^^ar,  like  autumn's  shadowy  C.oy^i '. 
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Death  is  trembling  in  his  hand!  his  eyes  are 
Jianics  of  fire !  Who  roars  aloiig  dark.  Lora"*; 
heath  >  Who  but  Curtlion  king  of  swords  >  The 
oeople  fall!  see  !  how  he  sUides,  like  the  suUea 
ghostof  Moiven  !  Bu:  the.e  he  lies  a  goodly  oak, 
which  sudden  blasts  overturned  I  V/hcn  shaH 
thou  rise,  Balclullia's  joy  !  lovely  car-U/rne  Car*, 
thon?    Who  comes  so  dark  from  ocear'        - 

like  autumn's  shadowy  cloud?"  Such  v „» 

words  of  the  bards,  in  tlie  day  of  Uieir  mourning  :jj 
I  have  accompanied  their  voice ;  and  added  10,1 
their  song.  My  soul  has  been  mournful  lor  Car»i 
thon,  he  fell  in  the  days  of  his  valour :  and  thou,  1 
O  Cleassmmor!  where  is  thy  dwelling  in  thr 
air  ?  Has  the  youth  forgot  his  wound  ?  And  fliei 
he,  on  the  clouds,  with  thee?  I  feel  the  sun,  C 
aiaiviiia,  leave  me  to  mv  rest.  Perhaps  they  may 
come  to  my  dreams;  I  think  I  hear  a  feeble 
Toice.  The  beam  of  heaven  delights  to  ishine 
on  the  grave  of  Carthon  :  I  feel  it  warm  around. 
O  thou  that  roUest  above,  round  as  the  shield 
of  my  fathers  !  Whence  are  thy  bc;imr.,  O  sun  ! 
■thv  everlasting  light  ?  Thou  co-nest  torth,  mthy 
avvfii!  hsauty,  and  the  stars  hide  themselves  in 
the  moon,  cold  and  paie,  sinks  in  the 


weste'^rn'wav^e 

.    But  thou  thys-lf  c-.ovest 

who  can  be 

a  c^nipanion  of  thy  course 

cak'-ofthem 

ninfains  fall :  the  n.ountains 

selves  decay 

grows  again  • 

the  moon  herself  is  lost  i 

.^,      ^ .   _        ,  same;  rej^ici  _ 

in  the  hri<^htness  of  thy  course.  When  the  world 
is  dark  with  tempests,  when  thunder  rolls,  and 
lightning  flies  ;  thou  lookest  in  thy  beaut; ,  from 
the  clouds,  and  laughest  at  the  st  rm.  But  to 
©ssian,  thou  lookest  in  vain  ;  for  he  beholds  thy 
fceains  no  more;  whether  thy  yellow  hair  flows 
•n  the  eastern  clouds,  or  thou  tremblest  at  the 
gates  of  the  west.    But  thyu  art  perhaps,  Ufc« 
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me,  for  a  season,  and  thy  years  ■wiW  have  an  end. 
Thou  shait  sleep  in  thy  clouds,  careless  of  the 
vuice  of  the  morning.  E.tult  then,  O  sun,  in  iLe 
strength  of  thy  youth !  Age  is  dark,  and  unlove- 
ly ;""it  is  like  the  glimmering  light  of  the  moon, 
when  it  shines  through  broken  clouds,  and  the 
mist  is  on  the  hills ;  the  blast  of  the  north  is  on 
the  plain,  the  travwUer  shrinks  iu  the  midst  of 
lis  journey. 


Death  of  CuchiUin: 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Arth  the  son  of  Cairhrt,  supreme  king  of  Ire» 

land,<lvins,v.-3s  -rcreeded  by  his  son  C.nmac, 


the  chiefs  of  i:.n;  ccl. 
jn  posse.^si.^n  ni  the  si 
in  Connaught,  iir.il  :  .; 
in  order  to  OLtl.r.  r,:  • 
Feradath,  after-,  :. 
only  one  of  'he  s, 
in  that  cour.tr-  . 

nivf  PC 

3Uth  of   1, 

,-elar 

Id,  rebel 
.:.  Teinc 

him,  came  up  v:v.'. 

and  totally  defeatal  i  •=  !.,ic^3. 

the  battle  by  CuLhuHia'slianU ; 

Uul 

'  t   Le, 
-laili  fell 
as  he  hi 
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self  pressed  too  eagerly  oa  the  flying  enemr, 
he  was  mortally  wciurded  bi'  an  arrow,  ativl 
dieJ  tlie  second  d^y  after.  The  good  fortune 
of  Corniac  fell  with  Cuchllin  :  many  set  up  for 
themselves,  and  anarchy  and  confusion  reign- 
ed. At  last  Corniac  was  taken  off;  and  Cair- 
bar,  lord  of  Atha,  one  of  the  competitors  for 
the  throne,  having  defea.ed  all  his  rivals,  be- 
came sole  monarch  of  Ireland.  The  family  of 
Fingal,  who  were  in  the  interest  of  Corrrtac's 
family,  were  resolved  to  deprive  Cairbar  of 
t:.e  throne  he  had  usurped.  Fingal  arrived 
from  Scotland  with  an  army,  defeated  the 
friends  of  Cairbar,  and  re-established  the  fa- 
mily of  Cormac  in  the  possession  cf  the  king- 
dom. The  present  poem,  concerns  the  death 
of  CuchiiUin.  It  is,  in  the  original,  called 
«  Duan  loch  Leigo',  i.  e.  '  The  posm  of  Lego's 
Lti^e,'  and  is  an  episode  introduced  in  a  great 
poem,  which  celebrated  the  last  expedition  of 
Fingal  into  Ireland.  Th-  greatest  part  of  the 
poem  is  lost,  and  nothing  remains  but  some 
episodes,  which  a  few  old  people  in  the  north 
of  Scotland  retain  on  memory. 

TTS  the  wind  on  Fingal's  shield  ?  Or  is  the  Voice 
JS.    of  past  times  in  my  hall'    Sing  on,  sweet  ^ 
voice,  for  thou  art  pleasant,  and  earnest  away 
my  night  with  joy.  Sing  on,  O  Bragela,  daughter 
of  cav-lorne  S:)rglan ! 

«  It  is  the  white  wave  of  the  rock,  and  not 
Cuchullin's sai'.s.  Often  do  the  mists  decei  ve  me 
for  the  ship  of  my  love !  when  they  rise  round 
some  ghost,  and  spread  their  giey  skirts  on  the 
wind.  Why  dost  thou  delay  thy  coming,  son  of 
the  generous  Semo  !  Tour  times  has  autumn  re- 
turned with  its  winds,  and  raised  the  seas  of  Tff- 
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pormaf,  since  thou  hast  been  in  the  roar  of  hauler, 
and  BrzKe'.a  distant  far.  Hillsof  theisle  of  mist ! 
when  will  ye  answer  to  his  hounds  ?  But  ye  are 
daik  in  your  clouds,  and  sad  Brasela  calls  in  vain. 
Night  conies  rolling  down :  the  face  of  ocean 
fails.  The  heath-cock's  head  is  beneath  his 
wing :  the  hind  sleeps  with  the  iiiit  of  tlie  desert. 
Thej'  shail  r'se  with  the  morning's  li(?ht,  and 
feed  on  the  mossy  stieam.  But  n.y  ic^rs  return 
with  the  sun,  my  sighs  c  me  on  with  tiie  nit';ht. 
When  wilt  thou  come  in  thine  arms,  O  chief  of 
mossy  Tura;" 

Pleasant  is  thy  voice  in  Os?ian's  ear,  dauphter 
ofcar-borne  Sorglan !  but  retire  to  the  haU  of 
shells;  to  thebeamof  theburningoak.  Attend 
to  the  n  urmur  of  the  sea  :  it  rolls  at  Dunscaich's 
•walls  :  let  sleep  descend  on  thy  blue  eyes,  and  the 
hero  come  to  thy  dreams. 

CuchuUin  sits  at  Lego's  lake,  at  thedarlc  roll- 
ing of  waters.  Night  is  around  the  hero;  and* 
his  thousands  spread  on  the  heath  :  a  hundred 
oaks  bu  n  in  the  midst,  the  feastof  shells  is  smok. 
illy  wide.  Carril  strikes  the  harp  beneath  a  tree  ; 
his  grey  locks  glitter  in  the  beam,  the  rustling 
blr.st  of  night  is  near,  and  lifts  his  aged  hair.  His 
song  is  of  the  blue  Togomia,  and  of  its  chief. 


t  Tr.gorma,  i.  e;  the  island  of  blue  waves,  one 
of  t!ie  Hebrides,  was  subject  to  Counal,  the  son 
of  Caithbat,  CuchuUin's  friend.  He  is  sometimes 
called  the  son  of  Colgar,  from  one  of  that  iiane 
who  was  the  founder  of  the  family.  C'mnal,  a  . 
few  days  before  the  news  of  Torlath's  revi.it 
came  to  Temora,  had  sailed  to  Togorma,  his 
native  isle  ;  where  he  was  detained  by  contrary 
winds'duiing  the  war  in  wliich  CuchulUn  was 
kiUed. 


,.    ,     Mihyart  tbou  abser.t. 

Seath  slowly  borne  M  su^ry  ,„d.  ^^ 

'itch  ^as  the  song  of  C^'^^'^^^'^i^s  pointless 

o°^V^  and  ho"°"'f  *5^"  '«  what  a«  the  ^^°'^<i* 
voice  of  Lego'."  ^^^  sa-^, 

; .  Teamh- 
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1 

ofTorlath? 

Comes  he  to  our  feast 

or  battle. 

uiel 

CBT-bnrne  so 

nofCantelaTf  ?" 

1 

«  He  com 

,s  to  thy 

battle,"   i-cp 

ied  the  bard,  | 

"to  the  sou 

idingstr 

fc  (,.f  sp.ars. 

When  mo 

rn. 

ingiigrey  i 

n  Lego, 

Torlath  'A'lr 

light  on 

the 

'ilt  thoa 

ms. 

kingofThe' 

sle  of  mi 

t^   Terrible! 

s  the  spca 

'oi 

Torlaih!    it 

.-.r  ..fnighl 

He  lifts 

end  the  pc>ii 

the  lij;hti 

iag 

of  his  svv,n>i 

"    '■  P 

I'iVar''  rep; 

ed  Cuthul 

in. 

He  is  brav 

eas 

it  my  soul  de 

ights  in  X 

The  sword 

bv  the  side 

of  Cuchullin,    1 

bard  of  the 

tiniei  of 

I  Id  !   M-iui 

ain,  and 

blue  arms  of    | 

Semo's  son. 

But  sit 

cath,  Obi 

rd! 

and  let  us  hear  thy  voice  :  partake 

of  the  jo 

Ull 

£h»U:  andh 

eir  the  s 

n.L^sofTemora." 

«  This  i. 

no  time 

,"  replied  t 

le  bard,  ' 

hear  the  so 

sc-fj-y 

when  the 

mighty  are 

to    j 

battle  like  the  strength  of  t 
I-eso.  Why  ar>  thni.i  30  dark,  Slimora*!  witli 
all  thy  silent  woods  ;  No  green  s'ar  (rcmbles  oa 
thy  top  ;  no  moon-beam  on  thy  side.  But  the 
meteors  of  death  are  there,  and  the  grey  watry 
forms  of  ghosts.  Why  art  thou  dark,  Slim.jra! 
V'lth  thysilentwo.iua  ?■'  He  retired,  in  the  sound 
of  his  son^ :  Carril  a>  companicd  his  voice.     The 

pleasant  and  nioariu\il  to  the  s'ul.  Tne  ghosts 
ufdjpartcd  bards  h.-ard  it  from  Sliniora's  side. 
Soft  sounds  spread  along  the  wood,  and  the  si- 
lent valleys  of  night  rejoice.  So,  when  he  sits  in 
the  silence  of  noon,  in  the  valley  of  his  breeze. 
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Hie  hammiug  of  the  mountain  bee  comes  to  Osa 
j'S"'?  ear  :  the  gale  d-owns  itofteiiui  its  course} 
t  ' .     lO  /.tfBsaiit  sound  returns  ag^in- 

;,"  said  CuchuUn,  lo  his  hundred  bards, 
•'  n^  of  the  nobieFingal:  that  song  which 

r  .  ;  ill  uight,  M'hen  the  dreams  of  his  rest 
li.,-  ,.  ;  when'the  bards  strike  the  distant  harp, 
ai.d  ...i;  iV.int  light  gleams  on  Selma's  walls.  Or 
let -.he  grief  of  Lnra  .ise,  and  the  sighs  of  the 
m.j  ■  er  of  Colmarj,  when  he  was  sought,  in  vain, 
on  MS  rills  ;  and  she  beheld  hU  bow  in  the  halU 
Cari  il,  piace  the  hield  uf  Caithbat  on  that  bra:;ch  ; 
a&d  let  the  spear  of  CucliuUin  be  near;  th  .t  the 
sound  of  my  battle  may  rise  with  the  grey  beam 
of  the  east."  Tiie  hero  leaned  on  his  father's 
I  sLli.  t;  :  tje  song  of  Lara  rose.  The  hundred 
;  ,e  distant  far  :  Carril  alone  is  near  the 
I  ie  words  of  the  song  were  his;  and  the 
i.is  harp  was  mournful, 
.-.hall  with  the  aged  locks  !  mother  of 
;  Calmari  why  dost  thou  look  tOAards 
;;iert,  to  behold  the  return  of  thy  sou  ? 
ic  are  not  his  heroes,  datk  on  the  heoth : 
3  th^t^the  voice  of  Calmar;  it  is  but  the 
jit  grove,  Alcletha!     but  the  roar  of   t'ne 


t  Calmar  the  son  of  Msth'..  His  death  is  re- 
lated at  large  in  the  thi  d  book  of  Fingal.  He 
w  .3  :!;e  o/ily  son  of  ftla.ha  :  and  the  family  was 
c  _  i:i  him.  The  -cat  of  thefamili' was  oa 
r  of  theriver  JLaa,  in  the  neighboa  .hood 
■,  'J5d  probaijiy  nsi.-  the  p  ace  where  Cu- 
....  .  I'.y;  which  circumstance  suggt-sted  to 
1      .  'I.,.' 1.1  nentation  of  Alclelha  over  her  son. 

;,  AM-cls'tha,  '  decaying  beauty ;'  probably 
a  foctical  name  given  tiCe  moUier  of  Calmar,  by 
^th%;  bard  Himself. 
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;.,„.,  lUinulnJ!"  "  Wh.-.^ bounds  otc 
'  A :?,-..,  sister  of  the  noble  Csimp.r?  r 
Akietha  behold  his  spear  >  But  her  c.  cs  ; 
Is  it  not  the  son  of  Matha,  daugl.u; 

"  it  is  but  an  aged  oak,  Alcletha  !"  re; 
lovely  weeping  Al  naf.  "  It  is  but  an  ■ 
cletha,  bent  over  Lara's  stream.  But  w  !i 
along  the  plain  ?  sorrow  is  in  his  speed. 
high  the  spear  of  Calmar.  Alcicthp. !  it 
cdwilh  blood!"    "But   it  i'^  c.iverci    v 


blcod  r  f 

-•pear  " 

hisbcv 

battle  i 

ofdeath, 

where  is 

with  his 

fame?    in   tiie  u'idst  of   i^ 

shields! 

Thou  art  dark  and  si.ent ! 

then  no 

more.     Tell  me  not,  warrio 

fell,  for 

cannot  hear  of  his  wound." 

•  Why  dost  thou   look    towards    the  desert, 
mother  of  car-borne  Calmar  >" 

Such  was  the  song  of  Carril,  when  C'lChuUitt 
lay  on  his  shield :  the  bards  rested  on  their  hariis. 


^Alcletha  speaks.     Calmar  had  promised  to 
return  by  a  certain  day,  End  his  ,<""'h— -.•"f    '■■;• 
sister  Alona  are  represented  by  tt 
jng  with  impatience,  towards  lb" 
they  expected  Calmar  w—'-'  " 
pearrfnce 

f  Aluine,  «  exquisitely  beautiful.' 

II  Alcletha  sjealcs. 

%  She  addresses  herself  to  Lanir, 
friend,  who  tad  returned  with  the  ni 
4leath. 
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and  slrep  fell  softly  around.  The  srrn  of  Semo 
vas  awake  alone ;  his  soul  was  fixed  on  the  war. 
The  burning  oaks  began  to  decay  ;  faint  red  light 
is  spread  around.  A  feeble  voice  is  heard  !  the 
ghost  of  Calmar  came.  He  stalked  in  the  beam. 
Dark  is  the  wound  in  his  side.  His  hair  is  d:s. 
ordered  and  loose.  Joy  sits  darkly  on  his  face : 
and  he  seems  to  invite  CuchuUin  to  his  cave. 

•'.Son  of  the  cloudy  night  !"  said  the  rising 
Chief  of  Erin  :  «« Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  dark 
eyes  on  me,  ghost  of  the  car-bore  Calmar  ? 
AVouldest  thou  frighten  me,  O  Matha's  sun! 
from  the  batiles  of  Cormac  i  Thy  hand  was  not 
feeble  in  war ;  neither  was  fay  voicef  for  peace. 
Ilc.w  art'  thou  changed,  chief  of  Lara!  if  thou 
*ow  dost  advise  to  fly  !  But,  Calmar,  I  never  fled. 
1  never  fearedf  the  ghost  of  the  desert.  Small 
IS  their  knowledge  and  weak  their  hands;  their 
dwelling  is  in  the  wind.  But  my  soul  grows  =n 
danger,  and  rejoices  in  the  noise  of  steel.  Retire 
thou  to  thy  cave  ;  thou  art  not  Calmar's  ghost^ 
be  delighted  in  battle,  and  his  arm  was  like  the 
thunder  of  heaven." 

He  retired  in  his  blast  with  joy,  for  he  had 
heard  the  voice  of  his  praise.  The  faint  beam 
of  the  morning  mse,and  the  sound  cfCaithbat's 
buckler  spread.  Green  UUin's  warriors  convened, 
like  the  roar  of  many  streams.  The  horn  of 
war  is*  heard  over  Lego ;    the  mighty  Torlath 


%  See  Calmar's  speech,  in  the  first  book  of 
Fingal. 

t  See  CuchuUin's  reply  to  Connal,  concerning 
Crugal's  ghost.  Fingal,  B .  1 1 . 
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itteagtb  of  thy  arm,  and  thy  soul  \- 
tjnguisiied  fire.  Why  fight  we  not  oi 
a.nd  let  our  hjs.s  b^hOAl  our  deeds? 
behold  u.-  ■       ■:,  ihattu 

Iheirii:.  '-Aa,, 


tle,w!..n 
sword  be  ; 
let  his     ,. 


ijLods,  ill  the  third  book  of  Fin.'jal,  is  men. 

tiy  the  spirit  of  Loda,  the  poet  probabiy  means 
(Jija,  Che  C'cat  deity  of  the  northcra  natiuus. 


?^.    Tae  cliief  of  Eriu  overMmc ;  ho  re. 

\er  the  field  with  hh  fame.  But  p:iie  he 

•    !  h?  i  ly  of  his  face  was  riark.     He 

•       1  Silence.      The  sword  h"ns, 

;.  a  hand,  and  his  spear  bent  at 

■  ,  '  f  'i!  the  king  in  secret,    «'  the 
ut  '^  iw;!uliiii  fails.    M-;  ('".  s  ■'  "  '■■-:•  h 

"larise.  Thevsh'al--'-  '  i  , 

,1  not  be  found.    €■  :  i 

,  and  siy    '  W.-.;:  ;   i^  :" 


gteal." 

CucUu'l 
Caithbr.' 


timl,  •  tie  is  unerring  as  Uie  ?irm  of  Ccaio«h.» 
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70unJ  in  search  of  h's  friend.    Connal, 
Colcar,  whore  l.-i-t  thou  be  ,n,  ^•.h.•,^  t'v2  v 

tern  Difl:'  :    -  ^ -''    T "         n' 

Was  ihr  ■'    ' 

there.  I 

the  desert  inr  .;:i." 

By  the  dark-roiling  waves  of  I.ego  tiiey 
the  hero's  tomb.  Luathf,  at  a  aistaiice,  lit 
tompanion  nf  CiichuUin,  at  Ihe  chase. 


mightv,  neither  u-35  thy  bloodnn  thespear  of  the 
valiant.  The  arrow  taaie,  like  the  stiiic:  of  deatli 
in  a  blast,  nor  did  the  feeble  hand,  which  drew  . 
the  bow,  perceive  it.  Peace  to  thy  suul,  in  thy 
cave,  chief  of  the  isle  of  mist ! 


[  Luath.    The  stone  goes  by  his  name  to 

;  i!;the  song  of  the  bards  ovcr  Cuchul- 

:,  ';  1 :  title  of  the  hero,  wuich  was  always  the 
custom  in  funeral  elegies.  The  verse  of  the  song 
is  a  lyric  measure ;  and  it  w^s  of  cid  sung  to  the 
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"  The  mighty  are  dispersed  at  Tcmora :  there 
is  none  in  Cormac's  hall.  The  king  mourns  in 
his  youth,  for  he  does  not  behold  thy  coming. 
The  sound  of  thy  shield  is  ceased  :  his  foes  are 
gathering  roui;d.  Soft  be  thy  rest  in  thy  cave, 
chief  of  Eiin's  wars  !  Bragelawili  not  hope  ihy 
return,  or  see  thy  sails  in  ocean's  foam.  Her 
steps  ave  not  on  the  shore  r  nor  her  ear  open  to 
the  voice  of  thy  rowers.  She  sils  in  the  hall  of 
shells,  and  sees  the  arms  of  him  that  is  no  more. 
Thine  eyes  arc  full  of  tears,  daughter  of  caY-bi)rne 
Sorslaa  !  Blest  be  thy  soul  in  death,  O  chief  of 
siiaily  Cromlal" 


Dar-thula : 

A  POEM. 
THE  ARGUMENT. 


.,   Llie  usu:per,  and 

iLS.    Cairb-.rat  last 

j;<:cT  Connat,  the 

.  •hiis  shiftert  sidejj 

L:ii,.t;;i    wa.;  LUlgfd   to   retuni    into 
otdsr  to  pass  ovsr  iato  Scotland. 
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Dar-tliula,  the  daughter  of  Cv.lln,  with  wtom 

thatp'.:'  J  -    .    ,    ,  :.r 


the  throne  of  that  k:nt;dnrr>.     'fhc  three-bro- 
thers, aher  tavi^ig  dsit-iKled  themseives,  for 


.    Hers. 


und  in  Lhj  eld  poiitry. 

AUGHTER  of  heaven  t, -fair  art  thou  !  the 

-   of  thy  face  i.s   ^leaiHat.     Thou 
■-■■-■:■_--  -      ,      :. trend  thy 


ID' 


sides.    \ 
the  nit-:.   -    1 

Whither  dost  lUoi 


t  The  address  to  the  moon  is  very  beau-aful  in 
the  original.  It  is  in  a  lyric  n-,easure,  atiU  ap- 
Ijcars  to  have  been  sung  to  the  harp. 
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the  daiknessjl  of  thy  countenance  grows  ?  I 
thou  thy  haU  like  Ossian  !  Dwellest  thou  in 
shadow  of  f^ricf;  Have  thv  sislors  fallen  fi 
heaven  ?  Are  they  who  rti'ii'.et';  with  thee, 
night,  ]io  more?    Yes!   they    l.ne  fallen, 

thou  'thyself  slsalt  fail,  one  night ;  and  leave  th 
blue  path  in  heaven.  The  stars  will  then  li. 
their  green  heads:  they  who  were  ashamed  i 
thy  presence,  will  rejoice.  Thou  art  now  clothe 
v/ith  thy  brightness ':  look  from  thy  gates  ; 
sky.  Burst  the  cloud,  O  wind,  that  the  daughtc 
of  night  may  look  forth,  that  the  shagRy  vr. 
tains  may  brighten,  and  the  ocean  roll  its 
waves  in  light. 

Nathosf  is  on  the  deep,  and  Althos  that  bear 
of  youth  ;  Ardan  is  nqar  his  brot'iers  ;  they  m-- 
in  the  gleam  of  their  course.     The  sons  of  Usn 
move  in  the  darkness,  from  the  wrath  of  i 
borne  Ca'rbar||.    Who  is  that  dim,  bv  th^ir  si 
the  night  has  covered  her  beauty  :  her  hair  sighs 
ocean's  wind ;  her  rf'bestreams  in  dusky  wreaths 
She  is  like  the  fair  spirit  of  heaven,  in  the  mids 
of  his  shadow  y  m.ist.    Who  is  it  bat  Dar-thulalf 


II  The  poet  means  the  moon  ir 

t  Nathos  signifies  «  youthful  ;■ 
quisitebeaiitv;'   -'rdan,  'pride.' 

II  Cairbar,  who  murdered  Cnrm 
land,  and  usurped  the  throne.  He 
killed  by  Oscar  the  son  of  Ossian i 
bat.  The  poet,  upon  other  occa: 
the  epithet  of  red-haired. 

H  Ddr-thula,  or  Dart-'huile,  <a\ 
fine  eyes.'  .She  wms  the  most  fauio 
antiquity.  To  this  day,  when  a  woir 
for  her  beauty,  the  common  phrase  i 
is  as  lovely  as  Dar-thuU.' 
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first  of  Erin's  mnids  ?  She  has  fled  from  the 

of  Cairbar,  with  the  car-borne  Nathos.     But 

*-inds  deceive  thee,  O  Dar.thula  ;  and  deny 

wofdy  Elba  to  thy  sails.    These  are  not  thy 

ntains,  Xathos,  uor  is  that  the  roar  of  thy 

ibing  waves.     The  halls  of  Cairbar  are  nfear; 

id  the  towers  of  the  foe  lift  their  heads.    Ulliu 

■etches  its  green  head  into  the  sea  ;  and  Tura's 

ly  receives  the  ship.    Where  have  ye  been,  ye 

fouihern  winds  !  when  the  sons  of  my  love  were 

ieceived  ;  but  ye  have  been  spotting  on  plains, 

[ind  pursuing  the  thistle's  beard.     O  that  ye  had 

jeen  rustling  in  the  sails  of  Nathos,  till  the  hills 

3f  Etha  rose !  till  they  rose  in  their  clouds,  and 

saw  their  coming  chief!  Long  hast  thou  been 

absent,  Nathos !  and  the  day  of  thy  return  is 

past. 

Bi;t  the  land  of  strangers  saw  thee,  lovely: 
thou  wast  lovely  in  the  eyes  of  Dar-thul^.  Thy 
face  was  like  the  light  of  the  morning,  thy  hair 
like  the  raven's  wing.  Thy  sou'  was  generous 
and  mild,  like  the  hour  of  thesctting  sun.  Thy 
Vrords  were  the  gale  oT  the  reeds,  or  the  gliding 
stream  of  Lora.  But  when  the  rage  of  battle 
rose,  thou  wast  like  a  sea  in  a  storm  ;  the  clang 
of  thy  arms  was  terrible :  the  host  vanTshed  at  the 
souiul  of  thy  course.    It  wa;  then  Dar-thula  be- 

Iheld  thee,  from  the  top  of  her  mossy  towers : 
from  the  tower  of  Selamaf,  where  her  fathers 
dwelt. 


t  The  roet  docs  not  mean  that  Selama,  whicli 
is  mentioned  .^s  the  seat  of  Toscar  in  Ulster,  in 
the  poem  of  Conlath  and  Cuthona.  The  word  in 
the  original  signifies  either  beautiful  to  behold, 
or  a  place  with  a  pleasant  or  wide  prospect.  In 
those  tiates  they  built  their  houses  upon  eminen.. 
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«  Lovely  art  thou,  O  stranger ! "  she  said, 
her  tremblinp  soul  arose.  "  F<iir  art  thou  in 
battles,  l"i  lend  of  the  .'alien  Cormac  j  !  Why  t 
thou  ru--h  on.  in  thy  va!oiir,  you'h  of  the  ra 
look;  rewafe  thy  hands  in  tattle,  against 
car.bou'.e  Cairbarl  O  that  I  .night  be  freed 
hislovelf!  tha  I  might  rejoice  in  the  prese: 
of  Nathos !  BlcsL  sre  the  rocks  of  Etha :  "' 
will  behold  his  steps  at  the  chase!  theyw 
his  white  bosom,  w  hen  the  winds  lilt  his 

Such  were  thy  words,  Dar-thula,  in  Selam 

mossy  towers.  But,  now,  the  night  i 
thee:  and  the  winds  haii:  deceive  J  li 
The  winds  have  deceived  thy  sails,  Daithul| 
their  b'.usiering  sound  is  high.  CLa^e  a  lit 
while,  O  north  wind,  and  let  me  hear  the  voi 
of  the  lovely.  Thv  vcice  is  lovelv,  Dar-thull 
between  the  rustling  blasts. 

«  Are  tiiese  the  r  )cks  of  Nathos,  and  the 
of  his  mountain  streams  '  Comes  that  beam 
light  from  Usnoth's  ni.;htlv  hall  >.  The  mis-  rol 
aiound,  and  the  Iv.-a'u  is  i\.-c'.iie  ;  bi'.f  the  l->ht  ■ 
Dar-Uu<ir.>s  soul  i.  u.e  cp.-bu,  ne  thief  of  Ethr 
Son-  f  tie  gencr'Uo  L's:  i.tii,  vhy  th,:t  broke 
Sii!h  >  Are  we  r,ol  in  tue  iaiu:  of  bt.-ange: 


CCS,  to  command  a  view  of  the  country,  and 
prevent  their  being  surprised  :  many  of  them,i 
thr.t  account,  were  cal.ed  Selama.    The  famou 
Selma  of  Fingal  is  derived  from  the  sam 

II  Cormac  the  young  king  of  Ireland,  wl 
murdered  by  Cairbar. 

^  Th2t  is,  of  the  love  of  Cairbar. 
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»es  from  Ktha's  hal!s,  for  tiiey  a'e  distant  far. 
rare  in  the  land  of  strangers,  in  the  lani© 
•borne  Cairb.(r.  The  winds  have  deceived  us, 
r-thula.  UUin  lifts  here  her  green  hills.  G» 
rards  the  north,  Althos ;  be  thy  steps,  Ardan, 
ng  the  coast ;  that  the  fne  may  not  tome  ia 
fcness,  and  our  hopes  of  Etha  fail,  1  will  go 
/ards  that  mossy  tower,  and  see  who  dwells 
ut  lie  beam.  Res^,  Dar-thula,  on  the  shore ! 
tin  peace,  thou  beam  of  light  !  the  s  •  ord  of 
:hos  is  around  thee,  like  the  lightning  of  hea- 

le  went.  She  sat  alone  and  heard  the  rolling 
he  wave.  Thebi?  tear  is  in  her  eye ;  a'ld  she 
ks  for  the  car-borne  Nathcs.  Her  soul  trem- 
s  at  the  blast.  And  she  turns  her  ear  to- 
Irds  I  he  tread  of  his  feet.  "Phe  trtad  of  his 
t  is  not  heard.  "  Where  art  thou,  son  cf  my 
e  ?  the  roar  of  the  blast  is  around  me.  Dark 
he  cloudy  night.  But  Nathos  does  not  return, 
lit  detains  thee,  chief  of  Etha  ?  Hive  the  foes 
t  the  hero  in  the  strife  of  the  night !" 
ie  returned,  but  his  face  was  dark  :  he  had 
n  his  departed  friend.  Itwasthe  wallof  Tura, 
the  Rhost  of  Cuchullin  stalked  there.  The 
ling  I  if  his  breast  was  frequent ;  and  the  de- 
ed flame  of  his  eyes  terrible.  His  spear  was  a 
jmn  of  n^.-s'. :  the  ^^tars  locked  dim  hrough 
form.  His  vice  was  like  hollow  wind  in  a 
.  e :  and  he  told  the  tale  of  grief .  The  soul  of 
.thoswas  sad,  like  the  sun  in  thejday  of  mist, 
n  his  face  is  watry  and  dim. 
Why  art  thou  sid,  O  Nathos  V  said  (he  lo- 
ly  daughter  of  Colla.  "■  Thou  art  a  pillar  of 
Jit  to  D  .'•-thula:  thejoyof  hereyesisin  Etha's 
ief.  WUe:e  is  my  friend,  but  Nathos?  My 
Lher  res's  in  the  f  omb.  Silence  dwell?  on  Se- 
na; sadness  spreads  on  tUe  blue  etresms  of  my 
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land.      My  friends  have  fallen  with  Cor 
The  mighty  were  slain  in  the  battle  of  Uliii: 

"  Evening  darkened  on  the  plain.  The 
streams  failedbefore  mine  eyes.  The  ujifreq 
blast  came  rustling  in  the  tops  of  Selama's  gn 
My  seat  was  beneath  a  tree  on  the  walls  o 
fathers.  Truthil  past  before  my  soul ;  the 
ther  of  my  love ;  he  that  was  absentt  in  " 
against  the  car -borne  Cairbar.  Bending  c 
spear,  the  grey  haired  Colla  came  :  his  dowi 
fate  is  dark,  and  sorrow  dwells  in  his  soul, 
sword  is  on  the  side  of  the  hero  :  the  helm 
his  fathers  on  his  head.  I'he  battle  grows  " 
breast.     Ke  strives  to  hide  the  tear. 

"  Dar-thula,"  he  sighing  said,  "  thou  ai 
last  of  CoUa's  race.  Truthil  is  fallen  in  I 
The  kingi;  of  Selama  is  no  more.  Cairbar  u 
with  his  thousands,  towards  Selama's  ' 
Colla  will  meet  his  pride,  and  reve  ge  his 
But  where  siiall  I  find  thy  safety,  Dar-thula 
the  dark-brown  hair*  thou  art  lovely  as  " 
beam  of  heaven,  and  thy  friends  are  low 
is  the  sun  of  battle  fallen  ?"  1  said  wilt 
ing  sigh.  "  Ceased  the  genernu.^  soul  of  Tri 
to  lighten  through  the  field  r  My  safety,  C 
is  in  that  bow  ;  I  have  learned  to  pierce  the  ■  ' 
Is  not  Caiibar  like  the  haitof  the  desert,  fa 
of  fallen  Truthil !" 

The  face  of  age  brightened  with  joy:  and* 
crowded  tears  of  his  eyes  poured  down, 
lipi  of  Colla  trembled.    His  grey  beard  whii 


+  The  familv  of  Colla  preserved  their  lo 
to  Cormac  long  after  the  death  of  C  -chullin 

|j  It  is  very  common,  in  Oosian's  poetr' 
give  Che  title  of  king  to  every  chief  that  ws 
n»rk.able  for  bis  valuur. 


191 

the  bl2=t.  "  Thou  art  the  sister  of  Truthil," 
ic  said  ;  "  thou  burnest  in  the  &ie  of  his  soul, 
fake,  Dar-thula,  take  that  spear,  that  biazea 
hield,  that  burnished  helmet:  they  are  tha 
polls  of  a  warrior:  ason^  of  early  youth.  When 
he  light  rises  on  Selama,  we  go  to  meet  the  car- 
Kirne  Cairbar.  But  keep  thou  near  the  arm  of 
;olla  ;  beneath  the  shadjw  of  my  shield.  Thy 
lather,  Dar-thula,  could  onte  defend  thee,  but 
;e  is  trembling  on  his  hand.  The  steugthuf 
Ts  arm  has  failed,  and  his  soul  is  darkened  witii 

\Vc  passed  the  night  in  sorrow.  The  light  of 
je  mi  1  ning  rose.  I  shone  in  the  arms  of  bat- 
e.  The  grey-haired  hero  moved  before.  The 
jns  of  Selama  convened  around  the  sounding 
shield  of  Coila.  But  few  were  they  in  the  plai;;, 
1  their  locks  were  grey.  The  youths  had  fal- 
1  with  Truthil,  in  the  battle  of  Car.borne  Cor- 

«  Companions  of  my  youth  !"  said  CoUa  "  it 
s  not  thus  you  have  seen  me  in  arms.  It  was 
iiut  thus  I  strode  to  battle,  when  the  great  Con. 
fadan  fell.  But  ye  are  laden  with  grief.  The 
darkness  of  ..ge  c  mes  like  the  mist  of  the  de- 
sert. My  shield  is  worn  with  years  ;  my  sword 
ris  fixed!  in  its  place.  •    I  said  Lo  my  soul,   ihy 


V  The  poet  to  make  the  story  of  Dar-thula's 
arming  herself  for  battle,  more  probable,  makes 
'  her  armour  to  be  that  of  a  very  youug  man, 
i  otherwise  it  would  shook  all  belief,  that  she,  who 
i  was  very  young,  should  be  able  to  carry  it. 

t  It  was  the  custom  of  those  times,  that  every 
■warrior  at  a  certain  nge,  or  when  he  became  un. 
fit  for  the  field,  fixed  his  arms,  in  the  Rrtat  hall, 
■There  the  tribe  feasted,  upon  joyful  occasions. 


192 

eveni.'^g  shall  be  calm,  and  thy  departure  I: 

tading  light.     But  the  storm   ha 

bend  like  an  aged  cak.    My  bough 

Selama,  and  1  tremble  in  my  plac 

thou,  with  thy  fallen    heroes,  O.  my  belovi 

Truthil?  Thou  answerest  not  from  thy  rusUii 

blast :  and  the  soul  of  thy  father  is  sad. 

will  be  sad  no  more ;  Cairbar  or  CoUa  n 

I  feel  the  returning  strength  of  my  an 

heart  leaps  at  the  sound  of  battle." 

1  he  hero  drew  his  sword.  The  gleaming  blad' 
of  his  people  rose.  They  moved  along  the  plai 
Their  grey  hair  streamed  in  the  wind.  Cirb 
sat,  at  the  feast,  in  the  silent  plain  of  Lona 
He  saw'.he  coming  of  heroes,  and  he  called  h 
chiefs  to  baf.lc.  Whv^  should  I  tell  to  Natha 
kow  the  strife  of  battle  grew!  I  have  seen  the 
in  the  midst  of  thousands,  like  the  beam  c 
teaven's  fire :  it  is  beautiful,  but  tetrible  ;  th 


Ke  was  afterwards  never  to  appear  in  batUe  ;  r. 
this  stage  of  Iffe  was  called  the  '  tiine  of  fi.\! 
©f  the  arms.' 

i;  Lona,  '  a  mait^hy  plain.'  It  was  the  cus 
,  in  the  days  of  Ossian,  to  feast  after  a  vie 
'.  Cairbar  had  just  p/ovidcd  a-i  entertain 
It  for  his  army  upon  the  defeat  of  U'rulh 

. son  of  Colla,  and  the  rest  of  the  parly  c. 

Cormac,  when  Colla  and  his  aged  warriors  arrive 
to  give  him  battle. 

^  The  poet  avoic',5  the  d'-.scription  f.f  thebatti 
*f  Lona,  as  it  would  be  improper,  iu  the  nioutl 
-'-  -roman,  and  could  have  noth  ng  new,  afte 
■imerousdejcriptions,  i,f  that  kind,  '-  •-' 
ether  poems  He,  at  the  same  .ime,  gi 
opportunity  to  D.ir-thula  to  pass  a  &ne  «.«:»pli' 
mtut  on  tcr  lover. 
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people  fall  in  its  red  course.  The  spear  of  Coll* 
flew,  for  he  remembered  the  battles  of  his  youth. 
An  arrow  came  with  its  sound,  and  pierced  the 
hero's  side.  He  fell  on  his  ciiioing  shield.  My 
soul  started  with  feaf ;  I  stretched  my  buckler 
over  him  ;  but  my  heaving  breast  was  seen. 
Cairbar  tame,  with  his  spear,  and  hcbeheld  Sela- 
ma's  maid  :  ioy  rose  on  his  daik-brO'A-n  face  :  he 
stayed  the  lined  steel.  He  raised  the  tomb  cf 
CoUa;  K!ul  b: ->ught  me  weeping  to  Selania.  He 
spoke  Ihe  words  oi  love,  but  my  soul  was  sad. 
I  saw  the  shields  of  my  fa'.hcrs,  and  the  sword 
cf  car-borne  Trutbil.  1  sa*  the  arms  of  the 
dead,  and  the  tear  was  on  my  cheek. 

Tiicn  thou  didst  come,  O  Nattu.s  :  and  g'oomy 
Cairbar  fled.  He  fied  like  the  ghost  of  Use  de- 
sert befure  the  morning's  beam.  liis  hosts  we/s 
not  near :  and  feebie  was  his  Rr-Ji  agv-inst  thy 
steel.  "Whyt  art  thou  sad,  ONa'.hosr"  said 
theldvc'y  maidof  Culla. 

«  i  have  met,"  rti>r.ed  the  he.-o,  "  the  b-.-ttl2 
in  my  youth,  ilv  n  .-,  r-  ■■.'.::  n  t  !  •'_  t:,'  -  -  , 
when' first  the  c;?.;;-        ^  •  "       . 


t  It  is  usual  with  Ossinn,  to  repeat,  at  the  end 
sf  ilie  episodes,  the  sentence  uhich  inlrctluce* 
them.  It  brings  back  the  mind  of  Liie  readai  io 
Ifee  main  story  tf  Ota  foeaj. 

VOL.   ft  I 
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*tioiintR'ins  of  F.tha.  Wheie  iha'.I  I  find  thy 
per.ce,  daughter  of  mighty  Ciilla  ?  T  lie  brothers 
of  Na;hos  are  brave  :  and  his  own  word  has 
shor.e  in  war.  But  what  are  the  son?  of  Usuuih 
t"  the  host  of  car-borne  Caiibar!  O  tiiat  the 
windshadbroughtthy  sails,  Oscar !!,kirRi'f  men  ! 
Ihou  didst  promise  to  come  to  the  battles  of  fall- 
en Cormac.  Then  would  my  hand  be  strong  as 
the  flaniiiif;  arm  of  death.  C'airbar  would  trcin. 
He  in  his  halls,  and  peace  dweil  round  the  lovely 
Dar-thula.  Bit  why  dost  thou  fall,  my  soul? 
The  sons  of  Usnoth  may  prevail." 

«  And  they  will  prevail,  O  Na  hos,"'  said  the 
rising  scul  of  the  maid  :  "  never  shall  Da-UiLila 
be.hold  the  halts  of  gloomy  Cairbar.  Give  me 
those  arms  of  brass,  that  glitter  to  that  jtssing 
meteor;  I  see  them  in  the  dark -boso  red  ship. 
Dar-thula  will  enter  the  battle  of  steel.  Ghost 
ot  the  nobie  Colla  !  do  I  behold  thee  on  that 
eloud?  who  is  that  dim  beside  thee?  It  is  the 
car-borne  Tr uthil.  Shall  I  behtrld  the  halls  of 
him  that  slew  Selan  h's  chief?  No:  1  will  not 
fceh.  Id  them,  spirits  if  my  l<,vc!" 

Joy  rose  in  the  face  of  Nat  hi  s  when  he  heard 
the  white-b  scmed  m.,id.  "  Daughter  cf  Sea 
ma  !  thou  sl-.tDest  on  my  soul.  C^iv.e,  with  thy 
thousands,  Ca'.rbar!  tlie  strength  cf  Nathos  is 
returned.  And  thou,  O  aged  Usnoth,  slialt  not 
tear  that  thy  son  has  tied.  I  remcoiher  thy 
w.rds  on  E;ha,  when  my  sails  begun  to  lise, 
when  1  spread  them  towards  Ullin,  towards  the 


II  O-car,  the  son  of  Ossian,  had  long  resol 
en  the  expedition,  into  Ireland,  j^ainst  Cair 
who  had  assassinated  his  frend  Cathol,  the 
4if  Mcran,  an  Irishman  of  noble  e;"  ' 
1b  the  iateresi  of  the  fanjiiy  g  ' 
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mossy  walls  of  Turn.  «  Thou  goest,"  he  ssfi^ 
«  O  Nathos,  to  the  king  of  shields  ;  to  Cuchul- 
linjChief  of  men,  who  never  fled  frorr.  danger. 
l,et  not  thine  arm  be  feeble :  i-.either  be  thy 
thouRhts  of  flight ;  lest  the  sen  of  Semo  sav  that 
Etha's  race  are  weak.  His  words  may  cnme  t« 
Usnoth,  and  sadden  hU  soul  in  the  hu'l."  The 
tear  was  on  his  cheek.      He  gave  this  shining 

"  1  came  to  Tura's  bay  :  but  the  halls  of  Turn 
were  si'.ent.  1  looked  around,  and  there  was 
none  to  till  of  the  chief  of  Dunscaich.  I  went 
to  tne  hall  of  his  shells,  where  the  arms  of  his 
fathers  hung.  But  the  amis  -were  gone,  and 
aged  Lamhorf  sat  in  tears.  "  Whence  are  the 
arms  of  steel  ("  said  the  rising  Lamhor.  "  The 
Ij-..'  if  the- spear  has  long  been  absc.t  from 
J  '  J  1  k\'  vails.  Come  ye  from  the  roiling 
l;  /:  om  the  mournful  hulls  of  Tenioral|." 
■  come  fr  m  the  sea,"  1  said,  "  from 
•  ..  ';  rising  towers.  We  are  the  sons  of 
■>:  .--  ^  ■-.tiiedaughlerofcar-biirnc Semo  Where 
is  lars's  chief,  son  of  tne  silent  hall  ?  but  why 
shou  Id  Nathos  ask  ?  for  I  behold  tl;y  u  ars.  How 
did  the  mighty  fail,  son  of  the  lonely  1  uia?" 

<'  He  fes.'  not,"    Lanhnr  replied,    "  like  the 
silent  star  ol  night,  when  it  shouts  through  dark- 


t  L?.mii.rtihcr,  *  mighty  hand.' 

II  Femora  was  the  mya!  palace  of  the  supreme 
kingE  of  Ireland  It  is  here  called  mouniful, 
onaccoj-.l  of  '.he  death  of  Cormac,  who  wa? 
murdered  there  byCairbar,   who    usurped  his 

t  biis.-'eamha  'soft  bosom.'  Shj  was  The 
wife  I  f  Uir.oth,  and  dauuhici  of  S;mo,  th«  cli;»f 


*f  the  Ule  uf  II 
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nees  andls  ns  More.  But  he  was  like  a  meteet 
that  fal'.s  in  a  cistant  land  ;  death  attends  i'.s  red 
eiurse,  and  itself  is  the  sign  of  wars.  Mournful 
are  the  banks  of  Lego,  and  the  roar  of  streamy 
JLjriiS  There  the  hero  ftU,  son  of  the  ncble 
Usr.olh." 

"The  hero  fell  in  the  midst  of  sUughter,"  I 
said  with  a  bursting  sigh.  «•  H'.s  hsnd  was  strong 
in  battle;  and  death  was  behind  his  sword." 

"Wecaine  to  Lrgo's  mournful  banks.  Wc 
fbund  his  rising  tomb.  His  companions  in  bat- 
tle are  there:  his  buids  of  man;  songs.  Three 
days  we  mourned  over  the  htro  :  on  the  fourth, 
I  struck  the  shield  of  Cailhbat.  The  heroes 
gathered  around  with  joy,  and  shook  their 
beamy  spears,  Cinlalhv.aj  near  with  his  hcsr, 
t:.c  friend  o:  c:.r.bcrne  Cp;,;,::r.  Wc  tame  like 
r  •].  When 
.w  their 
Htd  away 


'  \es:    tin.  iot  i 
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strecgth  of  Althosf.  I  heard  their  cUn^ng 
arms  on  the  coast,  and  saw  the  daik  wreaths  of 
Erin's  standard.  Distinct  is  the  voice  of  Cair- 
bar;|,  and  loud  as  Crorala's  falling  stream.  He 
had  seen  the  dark  ship  on  the  sea,  before  th« 
dusky  night  came  down.  His  people  watch  oa 
Lena's  plain,  and  lift  ten  thousands  swords." 
"  And  iet  them  liit  tea  thousand  s.words,"  said 
N-.thos  with  a  smile.  "  The  sons  of  car-bcrne 
Usnoth  will  never  tremble  in  danger.  Why 
dost  thou  roil  with  all  thy  foam,  thou  rolling  sea 
of  Ullin  !  Why  do  ye  rustle,  on  yourdark  wings^ 
ye  whistling  tempests  of  the  sky  ?  Do  ye  think, 
ye  storms,  that  ye  keep  Nathos  en  the  coast? 
No :  his  soul  dstains  him,  children  of  the  night ! 
Althos!  bring  my  father's  arms:  thou  seest 
them  beaming  to  the  stars.  Bring  the  spear  of 
Semo^,  it  stands  in  the  dark-bosomed  ship." 
He  brought  the  aims.      Nathos  clothed  his 


t  Alt^cs  had  jvist  returned  from  viewing  th; 
coast  of  Lena,  whither  he  had  been  sent  by  Na. 
thos,  the  beginning  of  the  night. 

li  Caiibar  had  gathered  an  army,  to  the  coast 
of  Uister,  in  order  to  oppose  Fingal,  who  pre- 
pared for  an  .expedition  into  Ireland,  to  re-esta- 
blish the  house  of  Comiac  on  the  throne,  wbiciv 
Cairbar  had  usurped.  Between  the  winns  of 
Cairbar's  army  was  the  bay  of  Tura,  into  which 
the  ship  of  the  sons  of  Usnoth  was  driven  :  so 
that  there  was  no  possibility  of  their  escaping. 

Tf  Semo  was  grandfather  to  Nathos  bv  the 
mother's  side.  'I'he  spear  mentioned  here  was 
given  to  Usnoth  on  his  marriage,  it  being  the  cus- 
tom ticn  for  the  father  of  the  lady  to  give  his 
arms  to  his  son-in-law.  The  ceremony  used 
upon  these   cccasicns    is   mentiotieJ  in  othe? 
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Umbs  in  aTl  their  shining  sieel.  The  stride  of  the 
chief  is  lovely :  the  joy  of  his  eyes  terrible.  He 
lo.  ks  towards  the  tomiiig  of  Cairbar.  The  wind 
is  rustling  in  his  hair.  Dar-thula  is  silent  at  his 
»ide  •  her  look  is  tixed  on  the  chief.  She  strives 
to  hide  the  rising  sigh,  and  two  tears  swell  in 

«  Althos  !"  said  the  chief  of  Etha,  "  1  see  a 
cave  in  that  rock.  Place  Dar-thula  there:  and 
let  thy  arm  be  strong  Ardan  !  we  meet  the  foe, 
and  call  to  battle  gloomy  Cairbar.  O  that  he 
came  in  hi.<;  si'unding  steel,  to  meet  the  son  of 
Usnoth  !  Dar-thula  !  if  thou  ■?halt  escaue,  loot 
not  on  the  falling  Nathos.  Lift  thv  sails,  O  Al- 
thos, towards  the  echoing  groves  of  Etha. 

«  Ttllto  tni  chieft  that  his  son  fell  v.-ith  fame; 
that  my  sword  did  not  shun  the  battle.  Tell 
him  I  fell  in  the  midst  of  thousand:!,  and  let  the 
Joy  of  his  grief  be  great.  Daughier  of  CoUa ! 
obU  the  maids  to  Etha's  echoing  hall.  Let  their 
Bougs  arise  for  Nathos,  when  shadowy  a-.itumn 
returns.  O  that  the  voice  of  Cona]!  might  be 
heard  in  my  praise!  then  would  my  spirit  re- 
joice in  the  midst  of  my  mountain  winds."  And 
my  voice  shall  praise  thee,  N  thos,  chief  of  the 
woody  Etha!  The  voice  of  Oisian  shall  rise  in 
thvpra-se,  son  of  the  generous  Usnoth!  Why 
was  I  not  on  Lena,  when  the  battle  rose  !  Then 
would  the  sword  of  Ossiau  have  defended  thee, 
or  himself  have  fallen  low. 

We  sat,  that  night,  in  Selma,  round  the 
Strength-of  the  shell.    Tne  wind  was  abroad,  in 


■}  Usnoth. 

|;   Ossian,  the  son  of  Fingal,  is,  often,  poeti- 
cally called  the  voice  of  Coua, 
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lie  or.ks ;  the  spiiit  of  the  mountain^  sbriekf'. 
The  blast  came  rustling  through  the  hall,  an* 
gently  touched  my  h^rp.  Tfe  simi'it  wa* 
mournful  ar,a  low,  like  the  song  i  f  the  tomb. 
Fingal  hcatd  it  first,  ?.nd  the  crowded  sighs  of  his 
bosom  ro'e.  "  Some  of  inv  heroes  are  low," 
[aid  the  grcy-haircd  king  ot  Murven.  "  I  hear 
the  sound  ot  dealhon  the  harp  of  my  ion.  Os- 
«!an,  touch  the  sounding  string;  bid  the  sorrow 
rise  ;  that  their  spirits  n:a';  fly  with  joy  to  Mor- 
ven's  woody  hills."  I  tot  chcd  the  harp  before 
the  king,  the  sound  was  mournful  and  low. 
•'  Bend  forward  from  vi)ur  cUiuds,"  I  said, 
ghosts  of  my  fatueis !  beu.! ;  lay  by  the  red  ter- 
ror of  your  course,  and  rctcuc  llic  tal  ing  chiefs 
whether  he  conies  frcni  :.  .'istiPt  b.nd  or  rise* 
from  the  rolling  sea.  L.t  his  lobs  of  mist  be 
near;  his  spe.ir  that  is  fcr.ned  of  a  cloud.  I'lacc 
an  half-cxtinguish.d  n.cticr  bv  his  side,  in  the 
form  of  the  hero's  sword.  And,  oh !  let  his 
countenance  be  lovely,  that  his  friends  may  tie- 
light  in  his  presence.  Uet.d  from  your  clouds,'* 
1  said,  "  ghosts  of  my  fathers  !  beud." 

Such  was  my  song,  in  5e"ma,  to  the  lightly- 
trembling  harp.  But  Nathos  was  on  Uilin'j 
shore  surrounded  by  the  night;  he  heard  the 
voice  of  the  foe  aaiidsl  tl^.c  roar  of  tamHing 
waves.  Silent  he  heard  tli„-ir  voice,  .^nd  rested 
on  his  spsar.  Morn-ng  rose,  with  ils  bca:..3 : 
die  sons  if  Erin  appear;  !i;;c  grey  rocks,  wit& 
iaualon-;  the  coast.  Cai.. 


IT  By  the  spirit  of  the  mountain  ju  meant  tb't 
deep  ami  nieianglsoly  sound  vhitli  precedes  ;t 
storm,  well  known  to  those  who  live  ;u  a  Uiga 


!;e  sa^v  the  foe.  Nathos  rushed  forward  in  h:J 
sircngth ;  nor  could  Dar-thula  stay  behind.  She 
c^.me  with  the  hern,  lifting  her  shining  spear, 
.find  who  ire  ther-e,  in  their  armour,  in  therritle 
of  youth  ;  Who  but  the  sons  of  U^noth  ;  Althos 

«  C:ime,"  s-iid' Nathos,  "  come!  chief  of  the 
h:gh  Tcniora  1  I.ct  our  battle  be  on  the  coast  for 
the  wl  ite-bosomed  n  aid  !  His  people  are  not 
M-ith  Nnthos  !  they  are  behind  ihat  roU-n.n;  sea. 
■Why  d-)st  thou  bring  thy  thousands  p.pa-tHt  the 
CLiefof  Etha;  Thou  didst  fiyt  from  l.iin.  in 
b:ttle.  \vheii  his  friends  were  around  hir.u" 
'•  "i  iulh-jf  the  heart  of  pride,  shall  Erin's  king 
nil  thee?  I'hy  fathers  were  not  aiDong 
ii)-..ned,  nor  ot' the  kiiiRS  of  men.  Are 
.    .  ..  i.  IS  of  foes  in  their  ha!ls  ?   or  the  shields  of 

no.-  <;ocs  he  fight  wVih  little  r.;en." 

The  tear  starts  fv(  ni  crr-b(,ine  Kathos ;  he 
turned  his  eyes  to  h  s  brothers.  Their  spears 
few,  at  onte,  ;nd  three  heroes  lay  on  eirth. 
Then  the  light  of  tlieir swords  gleantcdon  iiigh  : 
tlv:  rp.nks  of  Erin  Vicld  ;  as  a  i  idae  ••(  dark  clouds 
b;r'Te  a  blan  of  wind.    The.-.  Cai.bar  ordered  his 

tl'ioiisand  arrows  Hew  ;  tlie  son?  of  Usnotti  fell. 
They  fell  like  three  young  oa!:s  which  stood  a- 
loneon  the  hill;  the  traveller  saw  the  lovely 
trees,  and  wondered  how  they  grew  so  lonely  : 
the  blast  of  the  desert!  ame,  by  night,  and  laid 
their  green  heads  low  ;  next  day  he  rel  urncd,  but  • 
they  were  withered,  and  the  heath  v.is  Y.s'-c. 
Dar-thula  stood  in  silent  griffjiaia  beheld  their 


:  eieht   of  Cairbf,!  fiot 
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fall ;  no  tear  is  in  her  eye :  but  her  look  is  vnld'tf 
sad.  I'ais  vi-as  tier  cl.eek;  her  trembling  lips 
broke  short  an  half-t'oimed  word.  Her  dark  hair 
flew  on  the  wina.  But  gloomy  Cairbar  Lame. 
•'  Where  is  thy  lover  now  ;  the  car-borne  chief 
of  Etha  ;  Hast  thou  beheld  the  halls  of  Usnulh  ? 
or  thf  dark-brown  hills  of  Fingal?  My  battla 
bad  roared  on  Morven,  did  not  the  winds  meet 
D-ir-thula.  Fingal  hims,e!f  would  have  been  low, 
and  sorrow  dwelling  in  Selma."  Her  shield  fell 
from  Dar-thula's  arm,  her  breastpf  snow  appear- 
ed. It  appeared,  but  it  waj  stained  with  biood, 
for  an  arrow  «  as  fixed  in  her  side.  She  fell  on 
the  fallen  Nathos,  like  a  wreath  of  snow.  Her 
dark  tiair  spreads  on  his  face,  and  their  blood  is 
mixii'.g  round. 

"  Daughter  of  Colla  thou  art  low  !"  said  Cair- 
bar's  hundred  bards  ,  "  silence  is  at  the  blue 
streams  of  Selanja,  forTruthil'st  race  have  fail- 
ed. When  wilt  taoi:  rise  in  thy  beauty,  first  of 
Erin's  maids?  Thy  slee;.  is  long  in  the  tomb, 
and  the  morning  distaiu  f?r.  The  sun  shall  not 
come  to  thy  bcd,:'.nd  s.') ,  "  Awake,  Dar.thala  ! 
awake,  thou  first  of  w.n  en  1  the  wind  of  spring 
is  abio?.d.    The  flower. «  shafce  their  heads  on  the 

feaves."'''K/::.  ■,'!"•. '^\'  '^'■r.'/'l::  ricl  i^  Colla 
is  asletp.  .  /iCr  beauty: 

she«'illn  •  .     ;  .selincss." 

■Such  v.-s  ■..,;,  .     .J  J  .      ,    v.hen  they 

raised  i.'-e  ■      1  i-;-  ,,     '  -    ■    ;   i,  over  the 

he  came  to  green  Ullin  to  fight  with  tar-boms 


Carric-tJiura : 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Finga!,  retumirf;  from  an  expedition  which  te 
had  made  into  the  Roman  pro vinte,  res- I'ved  to 
visit  CathulU  kiMg  of  Inistore,  and  brother  to 
Comala,  whose  story  ij  related,  at  larre,  in  thd 
dramatic  poem  pjbUshed  i:i  this  culhi-tion. 
tTpon  his  lominq  in  sighi  of  Carric-lhura,  the 
palace  of  Cathulla,  he  observed  a  f.ame  on  its 
top,  which,  in  those  da  •? ,  was  a  signal  of  dis- 
tress. The  wind  cir.ne  'li.^i  •■u.,  abav,  a;  .--ome 
distance  froir.  Cr."  "     ■  ^    -  .  -    '  •■.  -  ".-tis  cblij-ed 


the  fi  stCIv.-^'-an  ..••s^i-.Miarics,  ::n(l  that 
storv  of  Che  spirit  of  Loda,  supposed  to  be  l  he 
cien  t  Odin  of  Standinavia, -vi-as  in  liotluccu  by  0«- 
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sian  in  oppcsition  to  the  Culdee'3  doctrine.  Be 
liiis  as  it  will,  it  lets  us  into  Ossian's  noiinns  of 
a  superior  being;  and  shews  that  he  was  not 
addicted  to  the  supers-ition  which  prevailed 
all  the  world  over,  bclore  the  introductioa  of 
Christianity. 

MASTf  thou  left  thy  blu:  course  in  heaven, 
golden  haired  son  of  the  sky  1  The  west 
has  opened  its  gates ;  the  bed  of  thy  repose  is 
theie.  The  waves  come  lo  behold  thy  beauty  ; 
they  lift  their  trembling  heads  :  they  see  thee 
lovely  ill  thy  sleep;  but  they  shrinic  away  with 
fear. '  Rest  in  thy  shadowy  c?.ve,  O  sun  !  and  let 
thy  return  be  in  joy.  But  let  a  thousand  lights 
arise  to  the  sound  of  the  harps  of  Selma:  lettl'C 
beam  spread  in  the  hall,  the  king  of  shells  is  re- 
turned !  The  flrife  r,f  Croni||  is  pasl,  iikesounds 

king  is  returned  'I'ltii  his  lunie  ! 

Such  «ai  ihfcstTSoi  L'lUii,  when  Fin^al  re- 
turned frora  battle:  when  he. returned  in  the 
fair  blushing  of  youth  ;  with  ;ili  his  heavy  locks. 
H;s  b:ue  arms  were  on  the_  V-to ;  like  a  grey 
cloud  on  the  sun,  when  he  moves  in  liis  robes  of 


t  The  song  of  UUin,-  with  which  the  poem 
opens,  is  in  a  lyric  measure.  It  was  usual  with 
fingal,  when  he  re.urned  from  his  expeditions, 
to  send  his  ba-.ds  singing  bL:fore  him.  This  spe- 
cies of  triumph  is  called  by  Ossian,  the  «  song  of 
victory.' 

II  Ossian  has  celebrated  the  '  strife  of  Crom,' 
in  a  i>  .rticular  poem.  This  poem  is  ccnnecicd 
with  it,  but  it  was  impossible  for  the  iransla or 
lo  procure  that  part  which  relates  to  Croiia,  with 
any  degree  of  purity. 
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jnisf,  End  shews  but  haif  his  bcarr.s.  His  Jjerces 
i,;tlow  the  king :  the  feast  of  shells  is  spread, 
Kjiigal  turns  to  his  bards,  and  bids  the  song  to 

Voices  of  echdng  Ccna!  he  ?3id,  O  bards  of 
•ther  times  !  Ye,  en  whose  "OuU  the  blue  hosVs 
tif  our  fathers  r'se  I  strike  the  harp  in  m\  hall ; 
and  let  Fingal  licar  the  song.  Pleasant  is  the  joy 
of  grief !  it  is  Kkc  the  shower  of  spring,  when  it 
sottens  the  b'.-anch  of  the  oak,  and  the  young 
leaf  lifts  its  ^reen  head.  Sing  on,  O  bards,  tc. 
morrow  «  e  lift  ihe  sail.  My  blue  course  is  thit)' 
the  ocean,  to  Carric-thura's  walls;  the  m.  ssy 
■walls  of  Sarno,  where  Coniala  dw  elt.  There  the 
noble  Cathulla  spreads  the  feast  of  shel'.s.  The 
b<  ars  of  his  woods  are  many,  and  the  sound  of 
ths  chase  shall  arise. 

Cronnant,  son  of  song!  said  Ullin,  Minona, 
graceful  at  the  harp!  raise  the  song o!  ShilriL,to 
please  the  king  of  Motven.  Let  Vinvcl;:  cms 
in  her  beauty,  like  the  showery  bow,  w  l-en  it 
shews  its  lovely  head  on  the  lake,  and  Ujt  set- 
ting sun  is  bright.  And  she  comes,  O  F.n^i  I 
her  \  Dice  is  suft,Aut  sad. 

V  IN Vr.L A. .  My  Ijve  is  a  son  of  the  hill.  lis 
:  flying  deer.  ^His  grey  dogs  are  pant- 
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or  bv  're  iiojjc  of  the  t  _ 

lusbes  «re  uodiling"wiUi  the  wind,  the  niist  ia 
flyin.;  over  Vhe  hill,  I  will  approacii  my  love un- 
peiCiivcd,  and  see  him  from  toe  rock..  Lo\ely 
1  saw  tiiee  first  by  the  aged  oak  of  li-anno|i;  thou 
wert  returning  tall  from  the  chase  ;  the  fairest 
among  thv  triends. 

SHlLRiC.  What  voice  is  that  I  hear'  the 
voice  like  the  summer  wind.  I  sit  not  by  the 
nodding  rushes  ;  I  hear  njt  the  focnt  of  tho 
r'jck.  Atar,  Vinveia^,  afar  I  go  to  the  vi  ars  of 
Fingal.  My  dogs  attend  ir.e  no  more.  No  more 
I  tread  the  hill.  No  more  fn.ni  on  high  1  see 
thee,  fair-moving  by  the  stream  of  the  plain  ; 
bright  as  i!ic  how  of  heaven  ;  as  the  aioin  on 
the  western  wave. 

Vlt^'ELA.  Then  thou  art  gone,  O  Shilric ! 
and  I  am  alone  on  the  hill.  The  deer  are  seen 
on  the  brow  ;  void  of  fear  tuey  g.  aze  along.  No 
moie  they  dread  the  wind;  no  more  the  rustling 
tree.  The  hunter  is  far  removed ;  he  is  in  tae 
field  of  g.-vves.  .strangers:  sons  of  the  waves!' 
«parenn  ^      .!■,   -;  .: 

SHIL  •:         '  ■  t  in   the  fieU',   laise 

high  ii; ,  "'.  y  stones  a  d  hcaped- 

the  hui.ui  -  .      r  .  i  ■.    .   c  uiOLind,  and  produce 


stre;i.n;  it  is  he.c   ..luc   river   kncwn    by  that 
narsR,    .i  ;!  .  .  .  (.      .u    There  luc  several 

small    .  .  -  I  3c  "tlandjStiUietain- 

ingti.v.  '.  r^.i-icular,  one  wUch 

falls  int.. i.        ..J. 

"B  Bii  ii-....-i,i,   •■    .  .......I  with  a  mel*.dious 

voice.'    t.h  ill  lIicGlIc  l.iii-uage  has  the  same 
sound  with  the  V  in  English. 
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his  food  at  noon,*'  Some  warrior  r?3ts  here,"' 
haw-iilsay;  anU  my  f:w,e  shall  live  in  his  praise. 
Remember  me,  Vinvela,  when  Ijw  on  earih  I 
Uc! 

VINVELA.  Yes!  I  ^viU  remember  thee  : 
deed  my  Sh.iric  will  fall.  What  sliall  I  do,  my 
love  !  when  thou  art  gone  for  ever  >  Thnmr;h 
these  hills  I  will  gn  at  noon  :  I  w:ll  go  throunh 
the  silent  heaih.    There  I  will  see  Ih',  pla^e     " 


his  breast :  his  steps  were  towards  the  desi 
But  now  he  is  not  in  tiie  crowd  of  my  chie.O, 
when  the  soimJs  of  m  v  shields  arise.  Dwells  he  iu 
the  v.arrow  housed,  the  chief  of  high  Carniura'i  ? 
Cronnan  !  said  Uilin  of  other  times,  raise  the 
sons  of  Shilrit  ;  when  he  returned  to  his  hills, 
and  Vinvela  was  no  more.  He  leaned  on  her  grey 
mossy  stone;  he  thought  Vinvela  lived.  He 
sa'v  iicr  fair-moving*  on  the  plain :  bat  the 
bright  form  lasted  not:  the  sun -beam  fled  from 
the  field,  and  she  was  seen  no  more.  Hear  the 
song  of  Shilric,  it  is  soft,  but  sad. 


y  Carn-inor,   '  high  rocki 

lonely  unfrcfiucntcd  pUice"., 
b'l'  hy  night,  anct  always 
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?U  by  the  mossy  fountain;  en  the  top  of 
the  hill  of  winds.  One  trCL  is  rustling  above  me. 
Dark  w;ivf  s  roll  over  the  liea'Ji.  The  lake  is 
roubied  below.  The  deer  deicend  from  tfie  hilL 
iJo  hunter  at  a  distance  is  seen;  no  whistling 
ow-herd  is  nigh,  ft  is  niid-day  :  but  all  is,  si- 
lent. Ssd  a'-e  my  thoughis  alone.  Didst  thou 
butapp  ;.      "         "       .  r  lerer  on  the  heath ! 

thy  hai^  :  rt  behind  thee:  thy 

boson  t.  ;  thine  eyes  full  of 


Ug.ht  on  the  heath?  bright  35   :hemoi>n  in  au- 

thoii,  love.y  maid,  over  rocks,  over  mountains  to 
mef  She  speako  :  but  how  weak  her  voice,  like 
the  breeze  in  the  reccls  of  the  pool. 

"  Returnest  thou  sr.:e  irom  the  war?  where  are 
thy  friends,  mv  1  -vc  ■  1  heard  of  thy  deaih  on 
the  hill;  I  heard  and  mourned  thee,  Shiliic  !" 
Yes,  my  fair,  I  return  ;  but  I  alone  of  my  race. 
Thou  s'halt  see  them  no  more :  their  graves  I 
raised  on  the  p'.ain.  But  why  art  thou  on  the 
desert  hill  >.  Why  on  the  heath,  alone  ? 

«  Alone  I  am,  O  Sliilric  !  alone  in  the  winter- 
house.  With  grief  f-r  thee  I  expired.  Shilric, 
I  am  p.ile  in  the  tomb." 

She  fleets,  she  sails  away,  as  grey  mist  befofe 
the  wind!  ..nil.  w -.It  tiiriu  not  stay,  my  love? 
Stay  an.:  '.-  :;  ''  ■  .  .r;'  f;iir  thou  appearest, 
Vinvel;:!    :.:  .  -,  v^cn  aiivj  ! 

Bv  \.\:  I  wi.l  sit  ;  on  the  top 

of  the  i.  1  \    .x-n  mid  dsy  is  silent 

the  wiiijs  of  ih=  rp.e !  o:i  the  olast  of  the  moun- 
tain, come'  I.St  me  hear  thy  voice,  as  Ikoa 
psssest,  wheu  miu-Jay  is  silent  aruunO. 
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S'.iCi!  was 'be  songof  Cronnan,  on  the  nig/,; 
•f  Selma's  joy.  But  morning  rose  in  the  east 
llie  blue  waters  rolled  in  light.  Fingal  bade  hi: 
sails  to  rise,  nnd  the  winds  can-.e  rustling  froir. 
their  hills.     Inistire  rose   Lo  sight,  and  Carrie. 

was  ou  ihcir  tv;':  the  green  ftaine  edged  wiui 
smoke.  J'he  k.  ng  of  M.nven  struck  his  brei^st  : 
he  assume*,  at  once,  his  spear.  His  d?.ikoned 
brow  bends  iorward  tu  the  coast:  he  loi  k,  back 
to  the  Irgging  winds.  His  hair  is  dsordercd  oi 
his  back     The  silence  of  the  king  is  'errible. 

Night  came  down  on  tie  sta :  llotha'o  ba^ 
received  the  sh  p.  A  rock  bends  along  the  co  is 
with  all  its  echoing  wood.  On  the  top  is  th( 
circlefor  Loda,  and  the  moss,  stupe  of  power 
A  narrow  -.lain  spreads  beneath,  covered  witl 
grass  and  aged  trees,  which  the  midnight  winds 
in  their  wrath,  had  torn  fr-m  the  sha,:gv  reck 
The  blue  course  of  a  stream  is  tiicre:  ar.l  ih< 


•J-hetl;;r,.cof 

,„.,„_.     ,      pjlj     ,_,_      ;,. 

the  fenst 

s  s-.i.  ead 

around:  Ii.f 

licthurliV, 

Thev.  .   . 

IS  is  »ad. 

fur  Car- 

n  the  east 

Sleep 

descer.a.,. 

'    '  .'^T 

.uir  blue 

helmets 

glitter  t.)  t   L 

lire  deca 

s.     But 

sleep  did  not 

rc.t'';.n  tte  kin 

g:  he  ros 

t  in  the 

midst  of  his  a 

rms.aud  sl^wl-, 

ascended 

the  liill 

to  bt  hold  the  flame  ..f  Sarno's 

tcwer. 

The  flame 

vas  dim  and  dist< 

mt;  then 

oon  hid 

her  red  face  i 

1  the  cast.    A  b! 

ast  came  1 

rou.  the 

+  Th'-  circle  of  Loda  is  supposed  to  be  a 
of  Wi  rship  aiiiorg  the  Scar.dir.av.aiis,  as  th 
rit  of  Lnda  is  Lhought  to  be  the  same  with 
god  Ouin. 
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.  ,and  bore,  on  its  wings,  the  spirit  of 

^da.  He  came  to  his  place  in  his  terrorsjl,  and 
le  shock  his  dusky  spear.  His  eyes  apptar  I>k«: 
lames  in  his  dark  face  ;  and  his  voice  is  1  ke  dis- 
-jnt  thunder,  f  iuRal  advanced  with  the  spesir 
)f  his  stront;'.h,and  rai.^c:l  his  voice  on  hipl>. 
Sun  of  n-;-ht,   ret'-e:  call  thy  wind?  and  iUy. 

ihadowv  '-!         !  ■    '   !'       •'.•      '      :.>    ■■ni  ,  .'.,c. 

Lbki.Vi'  :     -i  ■     :      v;'i 

tandfty  !   ' 

Host  thru  fiii-ce  me  from  my  plate,  replied  the 

hollow  voice;  The   people  hend  hcforc  me.    I 

—  -    -'le  in  the  6eUI  c'  the  valiant.     I  look 

•ns  and  they  vanish  :  my  nostrils 

pour  the  ll?.st  of  death.  I  come  abroad  en  the 
inds:  the  terntests  are  before  my  iz.ce.  But 
y  dwelling  is  cahn,  above  the  clouds  ,  the  fields 

Dxve'l  then  in  V.r    .  -"  "  '  ',  '  1  Fin.raliand 

letCL.!rh:U'5si.nlci     -  1  =- _•  s  ascetid, 

from  n:v  I.ilh,   i    ■      ■.  .U:^>  Do  I 

meetthcc,  v,-iiha  ,,  .     ,  ■■,  ■.;,  spirit  of 

me '  Why  e hake  thine  airy  spear  ?  Thou  frown- 
est  in  vain :  I  never  fled  from  the  niichtyin  war. 
And  shall  the  sons  of  the  wind  fri.(;hlcn  t  he  king 
of  Morven  !  No;  he  knows  the  weakness  of 
their  arms  '. 

the 
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niy  hand  :  the  course  of  the  starm  is  mine.  T  j,' 
king  of  Sorn  is  my  son,  he  bands  at  the  stone  JJ 
mypovv-er.  His  bnttle  is  around  Canic-thui  jj 
and  he  will  prevail.  Fly  to  thy  1:  nd,  son  i-., 
Comha!,  or  feel  my  flamins  wratij.  , 

He  lifted  high  his  shadowy  q.oar  ;  and  be  !  k. 
fo'ward  his  .errible  height.  Blu  the  kin-,  -  - 
vaucins,  drew  his  swcrd  ;  ihe  blade  of  d_.  „, 
brown  Lunof.  The  gleamins  paih  of  the  ste  '  ,1 
winds  throu-^h  the  g'.omny  gho.-t.  The  form  f-  •^ 
shapeless  into  air,  lilte  a  column  of  smoke,  wh 
the  staff  of  the  boy  disturbs,  as  it  rises  from 
half-extinguished  furnace. 

The  spirit  of  Loda  shrieked,  as,  rolled  in 
himself,  he  rose  on  the  wind.  Inistore  shook  1 
the  sound.  The  waves  heard  it  on  the  deei 
they  stopi>cd,  in  their  course,  with  fear:  ' 
companions  of  Fingal  started,  at  once ;  and  t 
their  heavy  spears.  They  missed  the  king;  the 
rose  with  rage  :  all  their  arms  resound. 

The  moon  came  forth  in  the  east.  The  kin 
returned  in  the  gleam  of  his  arms.  The  joy  ( 
his  youths  was  great ;  their  souls  settled,  is  a  st 
from  a  storm.  Ullin  raised  the  song  of  gladr:Cs 
The  hills  of  Ini=tore  rejoiced.  The  flame  of  tt 
oak  arose  ;  and  the  ta!es  of  heroes  are  told. 

But  Friithal,  Sora's  battling  king,  sits  in  sad 
ness  b^ner.h  a  tree.  The  host  spreads  a 
Carric-thura.  He  looks  towards  the  wall: 
rage.  Ke  longs  for  the  blood  of  Ca.huU.i 
once  overcame  the  king  in  war.  When 
teignedl]  inSora,  the  father  of  tar-borne  Frothal 

t  The  famous  sword  of  Fingal,  made  by  Lur 
or  Luiio,  a  smith  of  Lochlin . 

n  Aunir  was  also  the  father  of  Erragon,  whs 
was  killed  after  the  death  of  his  brother  Frotha! 
The  death  of  Erragon  is  the  suiyect  uf  the  batUt 
Of  Lora,  -a  poem  ia  this  coUsctlon. 
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'   '  'a3t  rate  on  tbc  sea,  and  carried  FrQtfeal  f» 

"^  i'ore.    Threedaysheleastetl  in  Sarnc'sha'.ls, 

'■"*"  'saw  the  slnw-rcliing  eyes  of  Com.ila.    Helo- 

■•     her,  in  the  rsgc  of  vouth,  and  rushed  to  seize 

white-?.rn,o<i  n.uid.     CAthuUri  met  the  chijf. 

':   eg,.,  my  battle  rose.     Trothal  is  bound  inthe 

'1:   three  days  he  pined  alone.    On  the  fourth, 

f  -no  sen:  him  to  his  ship,  and  he  returned  t» 

J  i  land.     But  wrath  darkened  his  soul  against 

™'  b  noble  Cahulla.      When  Annir's  stone ^  of 

°'   ne  arose,  Frothal  came  in  his  strength.    The 

'  ttle  burned  round  Carric-thura,  and  Sarno's 

,  J,  Dssv  walls. 

'"  Morninsrose  on  Inistore.    Frothal  struck  his 

~  Tk-brown  slile'.d.      His  chiefs  started  at  the 

'":  [  nd ;  they  stood,  but  their  eves  were  turned  to 

"   esea.   They  saw  Fini^l coming  in  his  strength; 

'  id  Srst  the  neb'.e  Thubar  spoke. 

™  !«<  Who  com;s  like  the  slag  of  the  mountain, 

,.    ithall  his  herd  behind  him?    Frothal,  it  is  a 

™  le;   I  see  his  forward  spear.    Peinaps  it  is!  he 

''  ingof  Morven,  Finqal,   (he  first  of  men.     His 

"  ttions  are  well  known  on  Gormal ;  the  blood  ot 

is  foes  is  in  Snrno's  halls.  Shall  I  ask  the  peace|| 

tfkings?  He  is  like  the  thunder  of  heaven." 

"  Sonof  the  feeble  hand,"  said  Frothal   "shall 

ny  davs  begin  in  darkness  '.  Shall  I  yield  before  I 

lave  conquered  in  battle,  chief  of  strenmy  Tora  f 

The  people  would  say  in  Sora,  Frothal  flew  forth 

"tea   '  eteor;  out  the  dark  cloud  met  it,  and  it 

no  more.    No  :    Tnubar,  I  will  never  vield  ; 

Y  fame  shall  sin-round  me  like  light.    No :  I 
ill  never  jieM,  king  of  streamy  Toia." 

t    I  hat  is,  after  the  death  of  Annir.    To  erect 
the  stone  of  one's  fame,  was,  in  o.lier  words,  to 

Y  that  the  person  was  dead. 

1]  Honourable  terms  of  peace. 
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Tie  went  forth  with  the  streeM  of  Iiispe«> 
fcut  they  met  a  rock:  Finga!  stix  d  unino 
broken  they  rolled  back  from  h:3  side.  Nor 
they  roll  in  safety;  the  spear  of  the  king  i 
sued  their  flight.  The  fickl  is  covered  \ 
heroes.     A  risiiis  hill  r-rescrved  t:  e  fivins;  he 

Fnilhal  saw  their  fiipht.  Tie  rare  .:f  his 
som  riisc.  He  bent  his  eyes  iv.  the  g-nuiid, 
called  the  noble  Thubar.  "  Thubai  I  my  p 
pie  fie  '.  My  fame  has  ceased  to  rise.  I  ^ 
fight  the  king;  I  feel  my  burning  soul.  Sen 
bard  to  t^emard  the  combat.  Speak  not  agai 
Frofh^"-  ^.•n.,i^  Knt.  Thiibar)  I'oveamai 
shedu:.:  ^  :'  '  re  =ni,the white-bc-so  | 
edma^  :  ^i!h  thesouly-roll 

eyci.  '  -ler'J  of  Inistorc,  i 

hers'  ;;  .  c:)arfure.     Tell  to 

tha  thai  1  am  iu>.  ,  ;,^L  L:iat  my  soul  delightec  ] 

Sutli  were  his  words,  resolved  to  fight.  E 
the  soft  sigh  of  Utha  was  near.  She  had  folio 
ed  her  hero  over  the  sea,  in  the  arniourjif  a  m2 
She  rolled  her  ere  on  the  youth,  in  secret,  fro 
bsneath  a  slitterirg  helmet.  But  now  she  sa 
the  bard  as  h;;  woi-t,  and  the  spear  fell  thri 
from  her  ha-.d.  Il-r  loose  hair  flew  on  the  win 
Her  white  breast  rose,  with  sighs.  She  lUted  i 
her  eyes  to  theking  ;  she  would  speak,  but  thric 
she  failed. 

Fingal  heard  the  words  of  the  bird  ;  he  can- 
in  the  strength  of  steel.  They  mixed  their  death 
ful  spears,  and  raised  the  gleam  of  their  ^ 


%  Sy  the  daughter  r.f  Inistore,  Frothal  mea: 
Con-.ala,  of  whose  death  Utha  prob;:bIy  hnd  n 
hca.d;  toM<!ecjuently  she  feared  that  tie  forme 
p-.ission  of  Frothal  fur  Comu'a  n.igiit  return 
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the  steel  of  Fingal  descended  and  cut  frih 
's  shield  in  twain.     His  fail  side  is  exposed ; 
'IJf-bciu  lie  foresees  his  d-jath. 
il  3arkness  gathered  0:1  Utha's  soul.    T:»e  tear 
'  led  down  her  cheek.    She  rushed  to  cover  the 
ef  witn  her  shield ;  but  a  fhUcn  oak  met  her 
ps.    S!ie ''eU  on  her  arm  of  snow;  her  shield, 
'  r  helmet  fltw  wide.    Htr  white-bosom  heaved 
the  fitrht ;   her  dark-brown  hair  is  spread  oa 
rth. 

Fingalpilicd  thewhite.arrr.ed  maid  :  he  stayed 
:  upVii  cd  sword.  The  tear  was  in  the  eye  of 
'-king,  as,  bending  forward,  he  spoke.  *'  King 
treacjy  Sera !  fcir  not  the  swo.  d  of  Fingal. 
eas  never  stained  with  the  blood  of  the  van- 
s^ed  ;  it  never  pierced  a  fallen  fi;e.  Let  thy 
•,;lc  i-..ioice  a  ODg  the  blue  waters  of  Tora  :  lit 
'.   if  thy  love  be  giad.     Why  shouldest 

ihy  youth,  kin-;  of  streamy  sora  ?" 

.   ;hea."d  the  words  of  Finga",  and  saw 

:     maid:  Iheyt  stood  in  sileate,  in  their 

....  ;    ;.^e  ;wo  young  trees  cf  the  plain,  whttt 

shiwer  of  spring  is  on  their  leaves,  tud  the 

ud  winds  are  laid. 

^'  Daughteri.f  Herman,"  said  Frothal,  •'  didst 

thy  beauty,  to  behold  ihy  warrior  low  r  But 
e  WF.S  low  before  the  mighty, maid  of  the  s'.ow- 
"  ii'i  c)  e !  The  fttble  did  not  overi-onic  vht  son 
-iv-l-  vne  AnnJr.  Tenible  art  thou,  O  king 
iorven  i    in  battles  of  the  spear.      But,  in 

y. e,  lii.iu  art  like  the  sun,  -when  hs  looks 

inmgh  ^  silent  shower  :  the  flowcis  lift  their 
htads  befofC  him ;  and  the  gales  sh^ke  their 
iiing  wings.    O  that  thou  »ert  in  Sora!  Uiat 


i  Frtur-f.: -^--.d  tMia 
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Ki\  ftast  were  spread  '  The  fjtiire  kings  o' 
\v.)jMs-eLli,  cir  spiuitiDicc  I  hci  wr  u 
^o  Lc  ut  the  fame  of  tucir  ii-theri,  whobchei 
Biighu  Fingal 

"  S  >n  of  Aiinir,"  leplied  the  kirg,  "  the    Ji 
of  So  a'a  race  <!h<.il  be  heard      Uhen  chief-  *■ 

il  ih"?      <  '  "'■t.cj 


15   ht  r  \erri)t.ntionemicrt,  whe  r»nakH4K' 
'  i>  c'enJ  to  s  I) 
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«!  CRIMORAf.  W'ho  Cometh  from  the  hii», 
'^  ce  a  cl.iud  tinged  with  the  beam  of  the  v/est  ? 
■*  'hose  voice  is  that  ioud  as  the  wind,  but  plca- 
i  the  harp  of  Carril*  ?  It  is  my  love  in  the 
f  steel  ;  but  sad  is  his  darkened  brow, 
lie  mighty  race  oi  Fingal!  or  what  dis. 

n\  Connailj  l 

CONNAL.  They  live.  I  saw  them  return 
the  chase,  like  a  stream  of  light.  The  sun 
3n  their  shields.    Like  a  ridge  of  fire  they 

niled  the  lull.    loud  is  ihe  voice  of  the 

«  outh;  the  war,  ray  love  is  near.    To-morro-*- 
terrih'c  Dargo  comes  to  try  the  foice  of  our 
:.     The  race  Oi    Fingal  he  defies  ;  the  rate 
if  battle -lid  wounds 

CRI.MORA.    Cv^naal,  I  saw  his  sails  like  grey 

Hist  en  the  sable  wave.    They  slowly  at'X.c  lo 

and.  Counai,  n- any  are  the  warriors  cf  Dargo  ! 

CONNAL.    Bring  me  thy  father's  shitM;  the 

ssy,  iron  sMe' J  I'f  Rinval  ;  that  siiitid  like  the 

full  i;.ojii  v/Len  it  moves    darker.ed    ihroLgh 

tenven. 

CRIMORA.    That  shield  I  bring,  OConnal; 

It  it  did  cot  riefer.i*  my  father.    By  the  spear  of 

ormar  he  fell.    '1  hou  niay»st  fall,  O  Connal ! 

CONN AL.    Fall  indeed  I  may :  But  raiie  my 
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torn**,  Crimcri.  Grey  stones,  a  mound  of  es 
shall  keep  my  mcinory  Bend  thy  red  eye 
my  tomojanilbcil  tliy  mournlul  heaving' bn 
Thougj  fair  thou  art,  my  love,  as  the  !i| 
more  pleasant  than  the  gale  of  the  hill;  j 
will  net  stay.    Ra''se  my  tomb,  Crim^ra. 

CRtMORA.  Then  give  me  fhose  arm 
light;  that  sword,  and  that  spe  ir  of  stee 
shall  n!set  Dargo  with  thee,  and  aid  my  lo 
Ctnnal  FareweU,  yc  rocks  of  Ardven !  ye  d 
and  ye  streams  of  the  hill  I  We  shall  re'tur 
Riore.    Our  tombs  are  distant  far. 

«  And  did  thL'.,    c  u    i  -.    n   i.  .  •"  ?:M  Utha    \ 
buislingsigh.     1\.  -    .  tle.andd 

Cri:.-.ora  live?  i:  r  ■■  -  .;.,  :inJ  h    , 

hjvely;  like  the  t.-?-  .  .'  '.:  .•*'_'.;t.'.;  ^jn  !"'  T 
lin  saw  the  virfr.n-i  tear,  and  f.ouk  the  sof 
trembling  tarp :  the  song  was  lovely,  but  s 
and  silence  was  in  Carric-rha:a. 

A\:tv;mn  is  dark  ou  the  mountains ;  grey  n 
rcits  on  the  hills.  The  whirlwind  is  h:ard 
tiie  heath.  DaiX  rolls  the  river  througii  t:.'-  n 
row  plain.  A  tree  stands  alone  on  the  !.ii.,  : 
marks  the  slumbering  Connal.  The  1  --a\  cs  a  ; 
round  with  the  w  nd,  and  strew  the  griwc  >  i 
dead.  At  time--,  are  seen  here,  the  guo;:s  oi 
deceased,  when  the  musing  hunter  :-.U)i!e  sta 
sliiwly  over  the  healh 

Who  tan  reach  the 
ral  ?  and  h  ho  rctouni 
grew  like  an  oak  on  t  ^ 

cth  the  wind  v/ilfy  its  i  ifty  head.  But 
torn  from  the  earth.  Who  shall  supply  the  plai 
efConnaH  Here  was  the  din  of  arms  ?  and  he 
the  groans  of  thj  dying.  Bloody  are  the  w; 
r.fFingal!  O  Connal!  ilwashere  th'jiidids;  fa 
'jhine  arm  was  like  p.  storm  ;  thy  swoid  a  bear 
ci  "b-  £-;y  i  iby  b-'gHt,  m  ratlt  «»  t»e  )»r»tR 
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We  eyes,  a  furnace  of  fire.    Louder  than  a 
-  -  was  thy  voice,  in  the  battles  of  Uiy  steel. 
ors  fell  by  thy  sword,  as  the  thistle  by  the 
F  a  boy.    Dargo  the  mighty  came  on,  like 
1  of  thunder.    Ills  brows  were  contracted 
^nd  dark.    His  eyes  like  two  taves  in  a  rock, 
iriglit  rose  their  swords  on  eacli  side ;  dire  was 
he  clans  of  their  steel ! 
The  daughter  of  Rinval  was  near;  Crimora, 
■ight  in  the  armour  of  man  ;  her  yellow  hair  is 
ose  behind,  her  bow  is  in  her  hand.    She  fol- 
vveri  the  youth  to  the  war,  Connal,''her  much 
d.     She  drew  the  string  onDargoj   but, 
•,  v>!?ii-ed  her  Connal!    He  falls  like  an  oak 
-  lain  ;   like  a   rock  fnun  the  sh?ggy  hill. 
;a;iU  she  do,  hapless  maid  ?  He  bleeds,  her 
.,..i.^  uie3  !  All  the  night  long  she  cries,  and 
all  tlii  day,  "  O  Connal, my  love Hndmv friend!" 
With  giief  the  sad  mourner  dies.     Earth  herd- 
incloses  the  Liveliest  pair  on  the  hill.    The  grsss 
grows  between  the  stones  of  the  tomb  ;  I  often 
sit  in  the  mournful  shade.      The  wind   sighs 
through  the  grass  ;  t.heir  memory  rushes  on  my 
ind.    Undisturbed  you  now  sleep  together ;  in 
:e  tomb  of  ibe  mountain  you  rest  alone  ! 
"  And  soft  be  your  rest,"  said  Utha,  "  child- 
ren of  streamy  Lotha  !     1  will  remember  vcu 
with  tears,  and  my  secret  song  shall  rise  ;  when 
the  wind  is  in  the  groves  of  Tora,  and  the  stream 
is  roaring  near.    Then  shall  ye  come  on  my  soul, 
with  all  your  lovely  grief." 

Three  days  feasted  the  kings  :  on  the  fourth 
their  white  sails  arose.  The  winds  of  the  north 
carry  the  ships  of  Fingal  to  Morven's  woody 
land.  But  tne  spirit  of  Loda  sat,  in  his  cloud, 
behind  the  ships  of  Fiothal.  ile  hung  forward 
witha'l  his  blasts,  and  spread  the  white  bosomed 
VOL.  1.  K 


t  The  stoiT  c{  Fill 

'cil,  and  the  spirit  of  Lodu 

supposed  to  be  the 

am,.us   Oc-.-n,   is   the  inos! 

exlravugriiu  ficlion  ii 

all  Ojsian's  poems.     1;  .: 

not,  however,  witht 

poets ;  aiiii  it  must  bi 

saiil  for  Ossia'-i, that  t,t  sa^'y  .^ 

nothing  but  v:'mI  pe 

■fccily  agreed  .vith  the  iio- 

onceruius  c'losts.      n.rv 

thought  the  souls  tf  the  de:.(l  we  e  :iialerial,  aiul  1 

consequently    susceptible  of  pain.     Whether  n  \ 

proof  could  be  draw 

u  from  this  passage,  that 

of  a  diviitity,  I  ghall  leave 

to  others  to  determ 

ne:    If  appears  however. 

that  he   was  of  opi 

lion,  that  superior  beings 

ought  to  take  no  no 

ice  of  what  passed  aniouj 

'  ..y 


